
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



I 



'.; 



• • ' r 



r ?;*/ 






#e"*"^. 



V. 




niiijiiiiii!i!iiiih!f:Li 






:r'^- 






T ITE 

WORKS 

i 

■ O F T H E 

ENGLISH POETS. 

WITH 

PREFACES,, 

RIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICA.L, 
BY SAMUEL JOHNSON.. 



TOLUME THE ELEVENTH.. 



LONDON: 

PRINTKI) BY E. COX;' 

FOR C. B ATHURST, J. BUCKLANI), W. STRAKAN, J. RIVTNC- 

TON ASH SONS, T.DAVIKj;, T.PAVM., T..i)A.I', \/ . OVVKV, 

B. WHITE, S. CROWIM.K, T . CAiT.ON, T. I.ONv'.Ma:., 

B. LAW, E. AND C. DlLl.V, J. DOI.f. Ll.i , H H A I, I; V.' i N, 

J, WILKIE, J. ROBSON,. J. JOHNSON, T l.o .VS l> t.'., 

T.BKCKtT, OKOBINSON, r.r- M)t.I. r,, w. DAVT^, 

J.NICHOLS, F.NEWliLRi', T. l.V\Ni., I-ViD- 

I.EV, R.BALDWIN, C.NICOI.. I. ;. ic h" .\N D 

S07HEBV, J. DEW, N . rci, VNI, 

J.WUKRAY, W. FOX, T. i;c\VLN. 

a Dcc L:itxix. 



Till:: ^<~1 

PUB'' ■ ■ '^Y !■ 

38B231A 

ASTOR, LENOX AND 

TILDEN FOUNDATIONS 

a 1928 L 



THX 

F a £ MS 

o 9 

O T W A Y, 
DUKE, 

AND 

D O R S E T.- 



fss 

00 

X 



• *4 



P O • E M S 



» T 



MR. THOMAS OTWAY. 



B 



W I N D S O K C A 8 T;if..B^ 

h a MONUMENT to our lite 8oi«^i|;n .Kmjg; 

CHARLES n. of ever UdTeaMoiMMy: 

*■ ■■'it ■ •■■*".. 

** Dum jnga montis q)er9 fluviot dam pilHf tunbity, 
" Diimqtie &ymo paiEeacur apes, dum rote dtiHl^ ; ' 
** %&aper Honosy Noinenqiie tuum, Lauddlqtieinaiie- 
" bunt. : : :. . :.:.•• 

•^ Sicuumus fylva8,iyiyaBfi«Confulfedigii«tr' 'ViM. 



To the immortal Fa^e. o( our late dread Sovfj^gp 
King C H A R L E.S II..of ever blefled Memory^ 
and to the fncred Majeily of the; ixi^it'^ttgvift 
and mighty Prinze JAMES'II.. novrtliy^^th^ 
Grace of God King of England,^ Six)tland^ 
France, and Ireland,- Defender of the Ftitfi, 
&c. this following Poem is in all humility dedi- 
cated by his* ever devoted and bbccfiett Sutjeft 
and Servant, " .THa O^.WAV.. 



'T' H 0,U G H poets, immortality may gife, 
•*• And Troy does mil in Homer's nvimbs«i5»'liv^ s * 
How dar^ I touch thy praife, thou glorious fmrnc, - 1 
Which muft be dcattokft^8:Uiyrai(tt'8tt^cV|i|fj[^,^^ . i 
'.:' Ba *' • But 
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4 OT WAV'S POEMS. 

But that I wanting fame am fure of thine 5 

To etemi^^this humble {bog of mine ? 

At leaffc the memory of ihit more dan man. 

From whole yaft mind thy glorbs firft begao» 

Shall ev'n my mean and wordi Ws verie commoftd^ 

For. wonders always did his name attend* le 

Though sow (alat !} in the ikd grave he lies. 

Yet ihall his-praiie for eyer liye, and laurdt from k im 

Great were the toUt aJtt^qdi^g the command 
Of an ungrateful and a ftiflf-nedc'cl land, 
Which, grown too wantOBi 'c^^pie 'twas over-blcftf i^ 
Woitld never give its nurfing fathe reft 5 ' 

But, having ^il*d the edge of tU-forg'd law. 
By rods and ax^s had been kept in awe ; 
But dfi^ his gpichm hmd the fceptre held, ' 

In all tiifr arts of mildly guiding ikill*d ; " to 

1Vh6 faWl^d tngiikts whk:h unhing'd us mov^i ■ 
6rievM^at our fblBei widl li fadwr's love, 
Knetr fiit vjh ways we did t' afflift him take^ 
And tvatch'd wha^ haiSan we did to ndn make^ 
Yet \d)cn upon Its brink we ieemM to fiand, A5 

Lent to o^.iUccour a ^igiying hand. 
Thoughnaiv (akg!) i^the&d grave he lies, 
Ye'l f^sll his praile IcA-'evier live, and laifrels ihenoS aiiie, 

Mercy 's in|leed the attribute, of heaven, 
For gods have power to keep die balance even, 39 
Which if kkgs teMfe* lii»# am tli«y fjbvtth 1**^ 
M«ity flKMdd-pttnkm, Inn the tmttd compel t 
CooqriAta 'i ^ i k}Bi;d«af*s jgifH^ 
Iti wanttk^tt%<ttillii i^Ml tiillte^ 
; J Aad 



WIND so E CASTLE 5 

Aodrottod the tfarooe litaqftlfei in vamyh^fftmit 95 
To hqnv the oywii fiwrni ft long-fnfmi^i h«i. 
By example d|w Ui«t gpdlPce ki«g ooot kamv* 
And aftqr^ Iqr ta$fmmkS€, found too true. 
Un^ Phili^ian lords ««r Wag had «ovr»'4« 
When he, o«r great Deliverer^ retaia'd 1 40 

Bnt thence die delugie of our tean 4td ccalc, 
^ ^g^ dov^ Ihcv'd.i^ /)icfa n%ika of peace 1 
And when dni land in Jb||i}pd he mi^ htif laid» 
Ikou^ halftm for ^ ^ffmni* ovapkht$ bud Sjpde. 
llmilihaoMr (aiafi) inthe(i4 gnweheljca, . 45 
Yet ihall hupoiieforc^crlhre, an^btticlf foooi Hnife. 

Thcn^flpatroat bV^d-^jn #• he paft'd doog^ 
And triumph ecfao'd thfo^ th' cafiranchit'4 ^VlUig t 
On his each hand his io]ra| bipthers iboae, 
like two fuppc^cteri Off ^9Rit'Britm'sth|Pppi^ p 

The firfty fi^ deeds of mt^s venowj^'d as ht 
Aa Fame e'er fleiv to teU great tales of werj 
Of natnic ^eaeifoiu, and oi iUd^ mind. 
To flattery deaf, but ne'er to merit blind, 
Refenr'd in pleafures, but in dangers bold, J5 

Youthful in adions, ^nd in condu£^ old* 
Time to his friends, as watchful o'er his foeif 
And n yuft value upon each beilovirs ; 
Slow to condemn, nor partial to commend^ 
The braye;num*s pfUmm vid the aviong:d man's 
friend. 60 

Kefw ji^y ieated on th' in^erial throne, 
In wluch high %keBe no brighur ftar e'ex ihohe : 

6 $ f Vinue's 



6 ' OT WAY'S POEMS. 
Vutueift^gmtpatternyaniftFeWlibd^'dreBdy - : '. 
Long \maif he iifift to bivMft thM ftrjietit't head, x 
Til] ali Iwi-foes their juflr'cdnfufioii meet, 4 

And growl «nd pine beneath hht- mighty feet ! ' - • 
The fecondy fnr'detavev in 'council ~fil^ ' J 

Of ilcady judgmtot and ddep'p&emngwit; 
To all the nobleA heights oFleaniing bred. 
Both nien and bodkt'mtJbhiHbtts'launch had Totf ^^^ 
Fathom^ tK8 ancient poli^lb-of Greece, ' ' *"^ 
And haying fbim^d f^tt'ifH'brfe-'cQrious piece^ - - *^ ' 
Learnt thence whitfyrmgiik& md^ and guide ft lbkie»' 
And could with tiafe dirtiO:' th6 'heavy wdght. ■ ■ '■■■'^ 
But our then' angry fatfe gi^t Glo'fier feii'd, *' ■ 75 
And never fince Iccin'd' pelfc^y Bjipeas'd : ■• ^^ 
For, oh ! what pity, pedjple blds'd as wc '-' 

With plenjfyy 'peace, and noUe liberty, 
Should fb much of our old difeare retain. 
To make .u« furfeit into ^vei* ligun \ 9^ 

Slaves to thofe tynmt litfrfls^wlioie yoke we bore, 
And fervid fo bafe a boflda^ to before ; 
Yet 'twas our curft, that Wcffings iloW4 too foft. 
Or we had appetites too' coarft to tafte. 
Fond Ifrallitetf, our manna to refufe, <5 

Aikl Egypt's loatfaibme fleib-ponr murmuring chnie. 
Great Charles ftw tWs, yet fanlh'd hit riling breaft. 
Though much ^le lion in his boTom preft : 
But he for fway feem'd {o by nature made, 
That his own paffions knew hiin, and obey'd : ^o 
Mafterof them, hefoften*d his command. 
The fvford of rule fiarcc thrtWcn'd in his hand : 

Stent 



WINDSOR; C.ASTLKi' % 

StentnAifcftyiiponhiAbfoirBii^fir, . . r:i *■ 

But (miU$i ftili pU3rtiigjNm9Ait9 iMdt it Avecti ' — > : 
So findy .intti'<d, had Vmmt dv'd f ajfiird ^ . 9$' 
One leaft pRf«aioi.flMie» hf had been •dor'd. • 
Merciful, juft^ {jbodi4ittiir^9 Hbenly bnifCy 
Witty, and pleafunft.ftiead, ytt not her fltre t ■ " • 
The paths of life^ nobkft incdiodt trad r 
Of mortal mold; but in hb milid a god. lod' 

Thoagh otm (alas !) in the iad grave he lies, . .' 

Tet (hall his praiie for ever live, and laurels ftom it rik* 

JA das- gmat tnind long he his cares revolv'dy 
And long it waserk ibt gieat mind reiblv'd : 
TiH wearinefs at-laft his thoughts composed} 105* 

Peace was the* choice, and their debates were clot'di 
But, oht- . 

Through all t^s iile, where it feems moft defign'dr 
Nothing fo hard as wifhM-for peace to find. 
The elements due order here maintain, 110 

And pay their tribute in of vi-armth and rain : 
Cool iliades and (breams, rich fertile lands abound. 
And Nature's bounty flows the (eafbns round. 
But we, a wretched race of men, thus bieft, . . 
Of (b much happinefs (if known, poifeft) if^ 

Mi(hiking every nobleft ufe of life. 
Left beauteous Quiet, that kind, tender wife, 
For the unwholfome, brawling harlot, Stiife. 
The roan in power, by wild ambition led, 
Envy'd all honours on another's head ; 120 

And, to fupplant fome rival, by his pride 
Embfoird that (late his wifdom ought to guide. 

B 4 The 
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The priefby who hvoMt mmpaimM iml^pfM^ii - ? 

^ withfmaH lM)6ti A 4to tlm «4iMfwA ihMn^ ' tt^ 
ForfbokGbdHiMTveft'flD ImpiovctiHirtyln^ ^ 

That dark TuAgaOL (fct itoi^bdOod) Lrw» 
Inftead of doipg i^fat sod gpivii^ inve» 
Kept open Hfti, ttid at the itanfy bar, 
Four times a fearproofoimM a civil Mrar, i)|6« ^ 

Where daily kinfinon^ lather> ion, aikd brailiery * 
Mi^ damn tbdr fcf^ to rtdn one i^bbther. 
Hence cavils ro(e>gainftHciiTai'k tod CieAlfafilHili^ 
From faife i«l]|^s and corrupted latwi ; ' ^ 

Ttli fo at Ijift lebelHoi^'s Me was l«id» «|S 

And OM or kingBo loBgcr'wcre obey'^b 

But that good angel whole furmounting polviBr .-> ! 
Waufed greilc Charks in cbch dkneigent boio^ 
Againft whofe care hell vainlj did decree, ^ 
Nor fafter could defign than that iott&tp %^ 

Guarding ttfae crown npan hit fiicred l»ow 
From ail its Uackeft arts, was with him nowK, * 

Afiurd him peace muft be for him defign'd^ 
For he was bom to give it all mankind. 
BjT^tience^ mercies large, and many toils, 14J 

In his own realnds to calm inteftiile broil^, - 
Thence emy root of difeoM to remove, 
A^d plant us new with unity and love. 
Then ftretch his healing hands to<neig|hbo«iiag flioiet, 
Where daughter rages, and wild rapine roars 1 15a 
To cool their ferments with*tfae charms of peaee, 
Who, fo their madnefi and thnrilH^Aight edsie^ 
." Grow 



W.<tt0 8«lt CAiTLvS. .f 

lite lw.<N f w pfe .wid like Mm tfa<g to^ifci 
]»*]i0if(4w1>M<biMKi»v«fa«lM(. tin 

Yet flidlhiffnifete ever live, and kureW firomift aft; 

F«r iMsi4^MfMice pious tliaoki he peid« 
Tlien is hu miiii the bcantBout model Uid 
Of ihac fMqeffic pUe, iviieie oft, hit can 
A«)«riulelHBO^ beniglitibrcaieiepoir: tit 

j\ ftut fay ftwm ntjitnifnty K ^y4 \i and loreip 
Britain's Olyinpos, wbuBC, like awftd Jove, 
He plcaa^.Mniid fii» and his regards bi^ovr 
Qn the miff buff,^ ^vanning tvorld below. 
S'^tt I, the meandl of thoie hnnhle ht^aa^ i%f 

Who fing hi^fniibs diroiigh die fertile |dain% 
Once in a ha|:|pf hour was thitiber led. 
Curious fojfce vibat Fame ib far had 4>read. 
That WH, my Mule, what wonders thou didftfind^ 
Worthy thy fofig, and his celeftial mind. i7» 

'Twas at that joyful hallow'd day*s return. 
On which that man of miracles was bom. 
At whoie gxtat birth appear'd a noon-day fiar* 

Whith prodigy foretold yet many move s 
pid ftrange efcapes from dreadful F)Me declare, 171 

Nor (hin'd, but for one greater king befoie. 
Thou^ no^ (aks P) in the iad giave he lies. 
Yet (hall hit praiie for ever live, and laurels fromi^ rift. 

For this great day were equal joys prepared, 
TThe voice of triumph on the hills was heard j 180 
Redoubled fhoutings wak'd the echo's round. 
And cfaearfiil boWb with loyal vbws ivese orowaM. 

But, 
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. OT Wr JiYi^ POEM 5. 
St "^^"^ ^ ^mhh tempeatmce ftmiW jptoH 
^^vithf ."^^^^^ tod fat voluptuous eafe 5 
^ofCook a } ^^*^*^*"^ *^ the vineyard fhown, 
Tt,_^ . ^od^g h^txr%r>ci^ Co improve their own. 



la/^tad of ri • '^^™^ ^^^ i3ftirfddk»d) Law, 
*^^P^ onen r^'"^^ "-er^^ anrd jgiviiig avre, 
J5bitr ciiile a»^ at the noify bar, 

M'herc d\^ y^a^ j:^«-<3daimM a civil war, 
I XJighrd ^^^^'^^^^^^^^^^ father, fon, and brothci 
kfe/ice ^^ ^^^'^ '^^^■■-^Is to ruin one another. 
From f J^/ r°r^ 'S^^ "ft Heaven's tad Caefar's i 
tiii fo . ^"^'ons ,ett.x:ad corrupted laws ; 
La r-^^/^ ^^^lli^=^:MrK'^9 bafe was laid, 
l^^ God or kin^ » xJ .J 

g^ij , ^ "^^ JoBgcr were obcy'd, 

fair fi ^^^^ ang-^i "whofe furmounting po^ 
I ^^t Charles :i:zx each emergent hour, 
t^''^'''^°^ecareh«rJtm -vainly did decree, 
In/I ^°"^fJ den^-«r^». tihan that forefee, 
^S the crown -ajK -^:z»on his facred brow 



^ ^^J its blackeft 

r^^im peace mi. 

r ^'^^ boni to gi 




ffJctice, 



was with him now, 
l>c for him defign'd, 
it all mankind, 
'1 mercies 1. ^3"- ^^"K** and many toils, 
j ^^n realms to «= ^^iixi inteftine broils^ 
V ^^^ root of <za: i :^:<rord to remove, 
p^ Us ucvvr wi ^ :Kr^»- «nity and love. 
pfch iiij iieaj •„ ^^ :^^^Dds to neighbouring 
T^*J^hfer ragtrs ^ ^Md wild rapine loars 5 

I ^eir ferments -*^-«^jirli the charms of pcac 
1 ^^ir madnei^ ,^««i their rttge mig^ht c« 



WINDSOR CASTLE. 

rtll (embiwciag what fuch fivadfHip bi 
«s die people, and like bim their Kki^s 
Mw (alas!) in the fad grave He iktssy 155 

hall lutpraifc for ever live, aad laurels £ram it xiic 
rtkuaflurance pious thanks he p«i<i s 
i in lus mind the beauteous n^odel l*i.d 
bat majefiic pile, where oft, his caxe 
bile forgot, he might for eaie jDepa.tr : &6' 

It for fwect retiiementy health, and 1a#vc» 
in's Olympos, where, lik.e a>vf ui J ove, 
lea$'d could fit, and his regards beftow 
be vain, bufy, {warming -world l>elo%v. 
I, the mcaneft of thoie humhie Iwains, 1 > 

• iang his piailcs through the ferule plains, 
' in a happy hour was thither led 9 
)us to fee what Fame fo far had iprcad - 
t tell, my Mufc, what wonders lUou didii : 
hy thy fong, and his celeftia.! mixici . 
Aras at that joyful hal low ' d day ' fc 1 ^ ^ ^ 
hich that man of miracles was l>or 
liofe great birth appeared a uooji-Oi*> - 
lich prodigy foretold yet muriy n--' 
range efcapes from dreadful Fi*t.w - 
: fhin'd, but for one greater W*-^- 
gh now (alas !) in the lad fei^** - 
lall his praife for ever live; , ixi.o - 



to OTWAY'S POEMS. 

But, above all, within thofe lofty towers, • 
Where glorious Charles then fpent his happy hour 
Joy wore a, folertin, though a fmilmg face j 
•Twas gay, but yet majeftic, as the place j 
Tell then, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft fi 
Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 

Within a gate of ftrength, whofe ancient frami 
Has outworn Time, and the records of Fame, 
A reverend * dome there ftands, where twice each 
Aflembling prophets their devotions pay. 
In prayers and hymns to heaven's eternal king. 
The comet, flute, and Ihawme, aflifting as they f 
Here Ifrael's myftic ftatutes they recount. 
From the firft tables of the holy mount. 
To the bleft gofpel of that glorious lord, 
Whofe precious death falvation has reftor'd. 
Here fpeak, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft f 
Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 

Within this dome a ihining f chapel 's raised, 
Too noble to be well defcribM or praisM. 
Before the door, fix'd in an awe profound, 
I ftood, and gaz'd with plealing wonder round, 
When one approach'd who bore much fober grace, 
Order and ceremony in his face ; 
A threatening rod did his dread right hand poize 
A badge of rule and terror o'er the boys : 
His left a mafly bunch of keys did fway. 
Ready to open all to all that pay. 

♦ St. George's Church. f St. George's Cha 
I 



WINDSOR CASTLE. ii 

This courteous fquire, obferving how amaz'd 

My eyes betrayed mc as they wildly gaz'd^ 

Thus gently fpoke : ** Thofe banners * rais'd on high 

** Betoken noble vows of chivalry j 

** Which here their heroes with religion make, *i^ 

** When they the enfigns of this order take." 

Then in due method made me underftand 

What honour fam'd St. George had done our land { 

What toils he vanquilh'd, with what monfters (Irove ; 

Whofe champions fmce for virtue, truth, and love, a 20 

Hang here their trophies, while their generous arma 

Keep wrong fupprcft, and innocence from harms. 

At this m* amazement yet did greater grow, 

For I had been told all virtue was but (how j 

That oft bold villainy had belt fuccefs, 425 

As if its ufe were more, nor merit lefs. 

But here I faw how it rewarded ihin'd. 

Tell on, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft find 

Worthy thy fong and Charles's mighty mind. 

I turn'd around my eyes, and, lo, a f cell, 230 
Where melancholy ruin fcem'd to dwell, 
The door unhing'd, without or bolt or ward, 
Seem'd as what lodg'd within found fmall regard. 
Like fome old den, fcarce vifited by day, 
Where dark oblivion lurk'd and watch'd for prey. 23 $ 

* Of the Knights of the Gaiter. 
+ An old ifle in the church, where the banner of a 
dead knight is carried, wlien another fuccecds him. 

Here, 
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12 OTWAY'S POEMS. 

Here, in a heap of confat'd wafte, I fennd 
I4«gle6^ed hatctunents tumbled on the ground $ 
The fpoils of Time, and trilimph of that fate 
Which equally on all mankind does wait : 
The heio, leyel'd in his humble grarc, 14b 

With other men, was now nor great nor brave ; 
While here his trophies, like their mafier, lay, 
To darknefs, worms, and rottennefs, a prey. 
Urg'd by fuch thoughts as guide the truly great. 
Perhaps his fate he did in battle inert ; 145 

Fell in his prince's and his country's caufe ; 
But what his recompence ? A ihort applauie, 
Which he ne'er hears, his memory may grace, 
TiU, foon forgot, another takes his place. 

And happy that man's chance who falls in dme^ t50 
£pe yet his virtue be become his crime ; 
Ere his abus'd defert be caU'd his pride. 
Or fools and villains on his ruin ride. 
But truly bleft is he, whofe foul can bear ' 
The wrongs of fate, nor think them worth his care ; 155 
Whofe mind no difappointment here can ihake, 
Who a true eftimate of life does make. 
Knows 'tis uncertain, frail, and will have end. 
So to that profpef^ ilill his thoughts does bend ; 
Who, though his right a ftronger power invade, a6o 
Though fate opprefs, and no man give him aid, 
Chccr'd with th' alTu ranee that he there (hall Rnd 
Reft from all toils, and no rcmorfe of mind ; 
Can Fortune's fmiles de(pife, her frown« out-bnve, 
For who 's a prince or beggar in the grave ? a6$ 

Bu( 
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Bu^ if iaunorlMl any thing nmaiiiy 
Rejoice, my Mufe, and ftrife that end to gain* 
Thou kind diflblver of encroaching care. 
And eaie of every bitter weight I bear. 
Keep from my ibul repiningy while I (ing 170 

The pnuie and honour of thii gloriout kingf 
And farther tdl what wonders thoo didft find 
Worthy thy ibng and hit celeftial mind. 

Beyond the Dome a * lofty tower appears. 
Beauteous in ftrength, the work of long-paft yean, 175 
Old as hit noble ftem, who there bears iWay^ 
And, like his loyalty, without decay. 
This goodly ancient frame looks as it flood 
The mother pile, and all the reft her brood« 
So careful watch ieems piouily to keep, a So 

While underneath her wings the mighty flcep ; 
And they may reft, (ince f Norfolk there commands, 
Safe in his faithful heart and valiant hands* 

But now appears the X beauteous (eat of Peace, 
Large of extent, and fit for goodly ea(e ; st^ 

Where noble order ftrikei the greedy (^;ht 
With wonder, as it fills it with delist; 
The mafly walls ieem, as the womb of earth. 
Shrunk when fuch mighty quarries thence had birth 1 
Or by the Theban founder diey'd been rais'd, t^o 
And in hii powerful numbers ihould ba-prais'd : 

* The Caftle. f The Duke of Norfolk, Conftable 
of Windfor Caftle. t The Hente 

Such 
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Defcribe tfatt kitj monmnciitil *iMiUy "^ 

Where £n|^bnd't ttiumpfat gnoB die ifaiiiiiig walU i 
When ibe led csptivt kin^ from oonqfoer'd QauL J 
Here ^en die fiMU of Fame their leedet inHt» 
And at their tefb in pompous order fit, 
^ When the glad ^atkling bawl in^iict the board. 
And hi^*iais'd dwnghts greet tales ofwaraibnl. 
Here as a lefibn noay their eyes behold 35^ 

What dieir vidnriouc Withers did of old 1 
When dieir proud nei^ibours of the Oallk Ibove 
Trembled to hear the Eag^iih lioo rear. 
Here may diey fee how good old f Edword ftl^ 
And did lus % glorious ibn's arrival wait, 3(0 

When from the fields of Tanquiih'd France he ounc, 
FoUow'd by fpcMls, and ulher'd in by Fame* 
In golden chains he dieir queli'd monarch led* 
Oh, for fuch laurels on another head ! 
Unfoil'd with (lodi, nor yet o'ercloy'd with peace, $%f 
We had not then leam'd the loofe arts of cafe. 
In our own climes our ▼tgorons youth wac nnn'd, ^ 
And with no fbrrign educations curs'd. 
Their northern metal was prererv*d widi caie^ 
Nor fent for foftening into hotter air. 391 

Nor did they 'aa now l&om firuitlers trereU cooio 
With follies, laces, and difeafes home i 
But in full purity of health and mind 
Kept up the nobte virtncs of their kind, 

* Where St. Getirge^s Feaft is kept. 
iEiw.m. t'neBfawliPri«ce* 

6 Bad 
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Had not falfe fenates to thofc ills difpos*d" 375 

.Which long had England's happinefs oppos'd' 
With ftubbom faction and rebellious pride, 

: All means to fuch a noble end deny'd, 
To Britain, Charles this glory had reftor'd, 
And thofe revolted nations own'd their lord. ^io 

But now (alas !) in the fad grave he li£s, 
Yet (hall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

<^ * And now furvey what 's open to our view, 
Bow down all heads, and pay devotion dlic, 
The * temple by this hero built behold, 385 

• Adom'd with carvings, and o'crlaid with gold ; 
Whofe radiant roof fuch glory does difplay. 
We think we fee the heaven to which we pray j- 
So well the artift*s hand has there delin'd 
The merciful redemption of mankind ; 390 

'The bright afcenfion of the Son of God, 
When back through yielding Ikies to heaven he rode> 
With lightning round- his head, and thunder where ] 

he trod. 

Thus when to Charics, as Solomon, was given 
Wifdom,. the greateft gift of bounteous heaven; 395 
A houft; like his lie built, and temple rais d. 
Where his Creator might be fitly prais'd ; 
Wsith riches too and honours wa^ he crovvn'd, 
Nor, whiift he liv'd, was there one like him found. 
Therefore what once to Ifrael's lord was faid, 400 

When Shcba's queen his glorious court furvey'd, 

* The Chapel at the end of tlie hall, 

C To 
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To Charles's fame for ever (hall nemain, 

Who dy as wondrous things, \rho did as greatly reigu. 

*' Happy .were they who could before him ftand, 

** And faw the wiidom of his dread command;" 405 

For heavpn rcfolv'd, that much above the reft 

Of other nations Britain (hould be blcft. 

Found him when banifh'd from his facred right, 

Try'd his great foul, and in it took delight ; 

Then to his throne in triumph did him bring, 410 

Where n^ver ruPd a wifer, juftcr king. 

But now (alas !) in the lad grave he lies. 

Yet fl^ his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

Thus f»r the painter's hand did guide the Mufc, 
Now iQt her lead, nor will he fure refufe. 415 

Two kindred arts they are, fo near ally'd. 
They oft have by each other been fupply*d. 
Therefore, great man! when next thy thoughts in- 
cline 
The works of Fame, let this be the defign : 
As thou couldft beft great Charles's glory fhow, 420 
Shew how he fell, and whence the fatal blow. 

In a large fcene, may give beholders awe. 
The meeting of a numerous fenate draw ! 
Over their heads a black diftcmpcr*d fty. 
And through the air let grinning Furies fly, 425 

Charg'd with commHfions of infernal date. 
To raife fell difcord and inteftine hare ; 
From their foul heads let them by handfuis tear 
The uglieft fnakes, and bcft-lov'd favourites there. 

Then 
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Then whirl them (fpoadng renom as they fall) 439 
'Mongft the aflembled numbers of the hall ; 
There into murmuring bofoim let them go. 
Till their infe£tion to oonfufidii grow ; 
Till fuch bold tumults and diforders rife, 
As when the impious Tons of torth afiaii'd the threatened 
ikies. 435 

But then let mighty Charles at didance (land. 
His crown upOn his head> and fceptrc in his hand ; 
To iend abroad his word> or with a frown 
Kepel, and dafh th' afpiring rebels down : 
Unable to behold his dieaded ray, 440 

Let them grow blind, difperfei and reel away. 
Let the dark fiends the troubled air forfake. 
And all new peaceful order (eem to take. 

•But, oh, imagine Fate t' have waited long 
An hour like this, and mingled in the throng, 445 
Rous'd with thofe furies from licr feat below, 
T' have watch'd her only time to give the blow : 
When cruel cares, by faithlefs fubjecls bred, 
Too clofcly prcfs'd his facrcd peaceful head ; 
With them t' have pointed Iicr deftroying dait, 450 
And through the brain found palTagc to the heart 
Deep-wounding plagues avenging heaven beftow 
On thofe curs'd heads to whom this lofs we owe ! 
On all who Charles's heart affli6Uon gave. 
And fent him to the forrows of the grave ! 455 

Now, painter, (if thy griefs can let thee) draw 
The laddcll fcenes that weeping eyes e'er faw j 

C a ' How 
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Defcribc her protote to the thrcMoe ^bove, 
Pleading with prayer the tender c^ufe of love : 
Shew troops of angels hovering from the &y 
(For i;hey, whene'er flie call'd, were always ni^} ; 
Let then) attend her cries and h/ear her moan. 
With Ipokf of beauteous fadnefi Uke her Qwn, 
Becaufe they know her lord's gres^t doom 19 ftal dj 
And cannot (though (b^ Mk^ ifr) lUe pepepl'd. 

By this timp think the wgrk af Fate is done. 
So any farther (ad deftiiption Qixm, 
Shfw hin) not pale and breathlff^ on his bedj 
'TwouM iQake al) gazer9 on thy art fall dead ^ 
Aqd ^ou thyfcff to fuch a fcene of woe 
Add a n^wj^tece, and thy own (latue grow. 

Wipe therefore all thy pencils, and prepare 
To draw a profpe£i now of clearer air. 
P^int in an eaftem iky new dawning day. 
And there the embryos of time di^lay ; 
T^ fprmf of many fmiling years to come, 
Juft ripe for birth, and labouring from their woml 
Each ilruggling which ihall elderfhip obtain^ 
To be fiiA grac'd with mighty James's reign. 
Let the dread monarch on his throne appear. 
Place too thit charming partner of it there. 
O'er hfs theuf wings let Fame and Triumph fpreai 
And foft-ey'd Cupids hover o'er her head ; 
In his, paint iiniling, yet majeftic grace, 
Bujt all the we^th of beauty in her face. 
Then from tbe diffi^icnt corner of the ^rth 
J)e1knhe pipplauding nations ^ming forth, 

I Hoi 
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Homage to pay, or huEaUe peace to gam. 
And own aufpictous ocnen* from his reiga. 
Set at long diflance his contracted foes 
Shrinking from what they dare not now oppoie ; 550 
Draw fbamc or mean do^air In all their eyes« . 
And terror left th* avenging hand fliould rife. 
But where his fmiles extend, dmw beauteous peace. 
The poor man*s chearfiil toils, the rich nian*B t3& ; 
Here, fhepherds piping to their feeding fheep, 5 ^ ^ 

Or ftrctch'd at length in their warm huts aOeep { 
There jolly hinds fpread through the fukry fields^ . 
Reaping fuch harvefts as their tillage yields ; 
Or fhelter'd from the fcorchitkga of the fttn, 
Their labours ended, snd mpaft bogua ; 560 

Rang'd on green banks, which they themiclves did raifc. 
Singing their own contwt, and ruler's praife. 
Draw beauteous meadows, gardens, groves, and bowers. 
Where Contemplation beft may pafs her hours : 
Fill*d with chafte lovers plighting conf!ant hearts, 565 
Rejoicing Mufes, and cncourag'd Arts. 
Draw every thing like this that thought can frame> 
Beft fuiting with thy therrie, great James's fame. 
Known for the man who from his youthful years. 
By mighty deeds has earn'd the crown he wears ; 570 
Whofe conquering arm far-envy'd wonders wrought. 
When an ungrateful people's caufc he fought ; 
When for their rights he liis brave fword employ'd. 
Who in return would have his rights dcftroy'd : 
But heaven fuch injur'd merit did regard 575 

(As bcarcn in time true viituc will reward ).j . 

C 4 So' 
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So to a throne by Providcttce he rofe, 

And all who "C'er were his, were Providence's foesi 

THE ENCHANTMENT. 

I. 

I DID but look and lover a-while^ 
'Twas but for one half -hour 5 • 
Then to refift I had no will 
i^nd now I have no power* 
II. 
To figh, ,and wifli, is all my cafe 5 
Sighs, which do heat impart, 
, Enough to melt the coldeft ice. 
Yet cannot warm your heart* 
III. 
O ! would* your pity give my heart 
V. One corner of your breaft, 
'Twould learn of yours the winning art. 
And quickly fieal the reft. 
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TOET'S COMPLAINT OF HIS MUSB: ' 
o », 
:A SATIB^E AGAINST LIft£L& ' 

' ** Si quid habcnt vcfi yatmn pnefagia» TiTanu*' ; 

lb the Kight HonowiiUe Thomas Earl of^ 
HOs soiiY, Baron of Moor Park, Knigbt of the/ 
moft Noble Order of the Garter, &c« 

MY LOftBy 

T^HOl^GH never aiiy man had more need of excufe 
''- for a prefumption of this nature than I have now ; 
yet, when I have kid out every way t^^fii^d one, your 
l(a:dihip*8 goodnefs muft be my bed refuge : and there- 
fore I humbly caft thi* at your feet 'for protc&oh, andl^ 
mjfe^ for pardon. 

My Lord, I have great need of prote£HoB; ; for to 
die heft of my heart I have here publifhed in -Cototi* 
meafure the truth, and I would have it thought honefUy 
too (a praflice never more out of countenance thah 
now) : yet truth and honour are things which your lord- 
ihi^ muft needs be kind to, becaufe they are relations ^ 
to your nature, and nev^r k£t you. j 

'Twould 
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Ate gallantry and wit^ 
Bccaufc to Aeir lewd underfbndings fit) 
Were thofe wherewith two years at leaft I (pent, 
To all their fulfome follies mod incorrigibly bent ; 
Till it the iafty myfelf more to abufe, 
I grew in love with a deceitful Mufe. 

V. 

No fair deceiver ever us*d fuch charms, 
T' enfnare a tender youth, and win his heart : 
Or, when ihe had him in her arms. 
Secured his love with greater art. 
I fan^'d, or I dream'd (as poets always do) 
No beauty with my Mu&'s might compare. 
Lofty ihe feem'd, and on her front fat a majeflic air, 
Awful, yet kind j ievere, yet fair. 
Upon her head a crown ihe bore 
Of laurel, which ihe told me ihould be mine : 
And round her ivory neck ihe wore 
A rope of largeit pearl. Each part of her did ihine 
With jewels and with gold, 
Numbcrlcfs to be told ; 
Which in imagination as I did behold, 

And lov'd, and wonder*d more and more. 
Said ihe, Tbtfe riches all, my darling, ihall be thine^ 

Riches which never poet had before. 
She promised me to raife my fortune and my came. 
By royal fovour, and by endlefs fame j 
But never told 
How hard they were to get, how difficult to hold. 

Thus 
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"jtvit By CM 'siCi of xBoM iskA Hy 

Etentu ooQRaiicjf wt twope^ 
A thoofaxkd tunes our towh tvere dotMed o'er t 

I tiMKiglitiio pletfore e'er wis t» iong ^ t fi> hi^^ 
Ko |Hur &1iBppy as my Mnfe and I. 
VL 
' Nt'fT was yotiiig lorcr half fo fond 
•' i J When firft his pufilage he lofty 

Or toold of half my pkafure hoalL 
: lo .-.. We never met hoc w« enjoy'dy 
} iiiBtnn^iited, neier doy'd* 
■ Chamben, ^lofets, fields, and gfove^ 
Bote whnefs of our daily loves ; 
And on the baik of every tree 
You might the marks of our cadeanEEients fee . 

Diftichs, pofiesy andtiie pointed bits 
Of fotira {written when a poet meets 

His Mttic^s caterwauling fits) 
You might on every rhind behold, and fwear 
I and my CUio had been at it thefa. 

Nay, by my Mnfe too I was bleft 
With offsprings of the choieeft kinds^ 
Such as have pleas 'd the nobleft minds^ 
And been approvM by judgments of the bed* 

But in this moft tranlporting height. 
Whence I look'd down^ and laught at fate. 

Ail 
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All of a fudden I was alter'd grown ; 

I round me lookM, and found myielf alone 

My faithlefs Mufe, my faihlefs Mufe, w^.gone 

I try*d if I a verfc could frame 
Oft I in vain invoked my Clio's name. * 
r The more I ilrove, the more I fail'd 

I chaf 'd, I bit my pen , curft my dull ikuU, and rail 
Refolv'd to force m' untoward thought, and at the laA 
prevail'd. 

A line came forth, but fuch a one,. 
No travailing matron in her child-birth pains. 
Full of the joyful hopes to bear a fon, 
Was more aftonifh'd at th' unlook'd-for fhape 
Of fome deform*d baboon, or ape. 
Than I was at the hideous iflue of my brains. 

I tore my paper, fiabb'd my pen. 
And fwore I 'd never write again, 
Refolv'd to be a doating fool no more. 
"But when my reckoning I began to make, 
I found too long I 'd flept, and was too late awake jr 
I found m' UDgrateful Mufe, for whofe falfe fake 
I did myfelf undo. 
Had robb'd me of my deareft ikoT% 
My precious time, my friends, and reputation too ; 
And left me helplefe, friendlefs, very proud, and poor, 

VII. 
Reafon, which in bafe bonds my folly had enthrall'dy 
I ilraight to council call'd ; 
Like fome old faithful friend, whonpt long ago 
I had calhicr'd, to pleafe my flattering fair. 

To 
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To me with readinefs he did rq>air ; 
£xpreis*d much tender chearfuhiersy to find 
£zpeiieiice had reftor'd him to my mind ; 

And loyally did to me (bow. 
How much himfelf he did abufe, 
Who credited a flattering, falfe/dcftruftive, treacherous 
Mufe. 
I aik'd the caufes why. He (aid, 
*Twa8 never known a Muie e*cr flaid 
W,hen Fortune fled ; for Fortune is a bawd 
To all the Nine that on Eamaflus dwell. 
Where thofe fo fam'd delightful fountains fwetl 
Of poetry, which there does ever flow ; 

And where wit's lufly, fluning god 
Keeps his choice feraglio. 
Sowhilfl our foitune {miles, our thoughts afpire, 
Pleafurc and fame 's our buiincfs, and defirc. 
Then, too, if we find 
A promptnefs in the mind, 
The Mufe is always ready, always kind. 
But if th' old harlot. Fortune, once denies 
Her favour, all our pleafure and rich fancy < 
And then th' young, flippery jilt, the Mufe, 
us flies. 

VIII. 
To the whole tale I gave attention due ; 
And as right fearch into myfelf I made, 
I found all he had faid 
Was very honeft, very true. 

I> P how 
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O how I hugg*d my welcome friend ! 
And much my Mufe I could not difcommend ! 

For I ne'er liv*d ia Fortune's grace, "1 

She always tum'd her back, and fled from me apace, f 

And never once vouchfef *d to let me fee her face. J 

Then, to confirm me more. 

He drew the veil of dotage from my eyes 

See here, my fon, (faid he) the valued 

Thy fulfome Mule behold, be happy, and 

I look'd, and faw the rampant, tawdry t;[ueaii9 

With a more horrid train 
Than ever yet to fatire lent a tale^ 

Or haunted Chloris in the mall. ' 
The firft was he who ftunk of that rank verfe 

In which he wrote his Sodom Farce ; 
A wretch whom old difeafes did fo bite, 

That he writ bawdry fure in ipite. 
To ruin and difgracc it quite. 
Philofophers of old did fo exprefs 
Their art, and fhew*d it in their naftinefs. 

N^xt him appear'd that blundering (bt, 
^Vho a late. Selfion of the Poete wrote. 
Nature has marked him for a heavy fool 5 

By *s flat broad face you'll know the owl. 
'Ilhe other birds have hooted him from light ; 
Much buffeting has made him love the night. 
And only in the dark he ffarays ; 
Still wretch enou^ to lire, with worie fools ipends 
. his days, 
Aifd for old fhoes and fcraps repeats dull jJays 
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lliai aBSk tfaoe fottofir*d, to make up ilie throng 
Lord IjuB^oim and Idbofienr 8oog» 
Wtolboi^ her ]ove» and pnmiit'd fbr^ 
To make iwr iiunout at the oouit. 
The City Poet tpo was tbeic. 
In a Uack iatin a^ and hit own hair. 

And begg'd liiat he might have the hoMNur 
To beget a pageant on her 
For the dty*t next lofd<-ma]for. 
Her hwonn (he to none deny'd : 
They took her ail by turns afide. 
Till at the iaft up in the rear there came 
ThePoett' fcandal, and the Mufes* ihame» 
A beaft of monftrous guife, and Libel wasiiit 
'But lee me pauie^ for 'twill aik time to tell 
How he was bomy how bred and where, and where he 
now does dwell. 

IX. 
He paus'dy and thus renew'd his tale. 
Down in an obfcure vale, 
*Midft fogs and fens, whence mifts and vapours riie» 
Where never fun was fecn by eyes. 
Under a deiert wood. 
Which no man own'd, but all wild beads were bred. 
And kept their horrid dens, by prey far forag'd fed. 
An ill-pil'd cotuge ftpad. 
Built of men's bones (laugfater'd in civil war, 
By mugic art brought thither from afar. 

There liv*d a widow*d witch^ 

i) » ' ' That 
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That us'd to mumble cm-fes eve and moniy 

Like one whom wants and care had worn? 
Meagre her looks^ and funk her eyes. 
Yet mifchiefs ftudy^d, difcords did devife. 
Sh' appeared humble, but it was her pride : 
Slow in her fpeech, in femblance ian6tify'd. 
Still when fhe fpoke flie meant another way j 

And when fhe curs'd, ihe feem*d to pray. 
Her hellifh charms had all a holy drcfs, 

And bore the name of godlinefs. 
All her familiars feem'd die fons of Peace. 

Honeft habits they all wore. 
In outward fhow moft lamb-like and divine : 
But inward of all vices they had ftore, 
Greedy as wolves, and fenfual too as Avine. 
Like hef, the facred fcriptures they had all by heart, 
Moft eafily could quote, and turn to any part, 
Backward repeat it all, as witches their prayers do> 
And, for their turn, interpret backward too. 
Idolatry with her was held impure, 
Becaufe, befides heHHf, no idol fhe 'd endtupe. 

Though not to paint, fhe 'd arts to change the face> 

And alter it in heavenly faftiion. 
Lewd whining fhe defined a mark of grace. 
And making ugly faces was mortification. 

Her late dead pander was of well-known fame. 
Old Prefbyter Rebellion was his name : 
She a fVvom foe to king, his peace, and laws, 
So will be ever, and was calPd (blcfs us !} the good old 
caufc. 

X. A 
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X. 

A time dxcre wis (a fad one too) 
Whettilldiaigt w«re the £Ke of yroe, 
When many hoiron n|f>d in this our land» 
And a'dcflvoymg ang4 ^"^ &nt down^ 
To icotii]ge the pride of this rehdltout town. 
He came^ and o'er all Bxkain firetjch'd hu conquering 
hand 7 
Till in th' tmtrodden ftrects unwholfome graft • 

Grew of great ftalk, tti colour giofty 
And melancholic poifonout green j 
Like<diofe cearie fkkly weeds on an old dunghill ieen» 
Where fome niurrain-murthcr*d hog, 
P^ifon'd cat, or ftrangled dog. 
In Tottennefs had long unbury'd laid, 

And the cold foil produ6^i\re made. 
Birds of ill omen hover'd in the air. 
And by their cries bade us for graves prepare 1 
Andy as our dcftjoy they feemM t' unfold, 
Dropt dead of i3ie fame fate they had foretold. 
That dire commiflion ended, down there came 
Another angel with a fword of flame : 
Deiblation Jbon he made, 
And our new Sodom low in afhes laid. 
Diftra^ons and diflrufts then did amongfl us rife. 
When, in her pious old difguife. 
This witch with all her mifchicf-making train 
Began to ihew hcrfclf again. 
The fons of Old Rebellion ftraight fhe fummon'd all f 
Straight they were ready at lier call : 

D 3 Once 
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Once more th' old bait before dieir eyes (he ctft. 
That asd her lofc they kmg'd* to taft 
And to her luft ihe drew them all at laft. 
So Reuben (we may reail of h er e tofo r e) 
Was led aftray, and had pollvtkm with lut fittfaci't mk 
XL 
The better to conceal her lewd intent 

In fafety fxtnn oblenring eyct^ 
Th' M fimmpct did herfelf difgnil 
In comely weeds, and to the dty went, 
Afle^ed irudi, much modefty and grace. 
And (like a woUi-ont-fubmb-trull) paft thcfe £ 
' new £ace. 

.Tbither all her lovers flock'd, 
Ani^ there for her fupport (he found 
A wight, of whom Fame's trumpet much does fbi 
With all ingredients for his bufinefs ftock'd. 
Not unlike him whofe iiory has a place 

In th' annals of Sir Hudibras. ' 
Of all her bufinefs he took caie. 
And every knave or fool that t6 her did repair^ 
Had by him admittance there. 
By his contrivance to her did rdbrt 
All who had been difgufled at the couit. 

Thofe whofe ambition had been crol 
Or by ill-manners had preferments loft. 
Were thofe on whom fhe praftis'd moft her char 
Lay neareft to her heart, and ofteneft in her arms. 
Intereft in every faction, every ie£^, ihe ibught i 
And to her lure^ flatteiing their hopes, (he brou] 
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Jktt cfaofe wh».i|(c .ittlig^ for a falhitNU 
JkJhG^ m vt^ Smuf vi4 take great pdni 

IXatnak* dieir godlbds dbdr fimtf 
Aiidtfarifieby<hedi ft yfli9ni.ofa;tttktt». 
fibe %Jiir ait aikfta^ luidfettBr'di&iiardiaiiite 
Thnmg^ her the Adiciili bop'd to purchaie t o le a tion. 
The icbelipcywer^ the (ip^^d ^peod-chrift lands, 
: . , . . Qut ^.t^ lung't 9r, biihiopt' .handt» 
KajiXa her fide ai; )aft.j(he dr^ i|i, all the rude, 
UngovemaUejt. h^ad}oDg.multauc|^.: . , •, \ 
Pramis*d ftr^ge lifateitiety. ap4 fure.r^^i^ i^ \ 
. 'Of naver^felt^ unheard-of grievajicor: . , ;. \ 
Pamper'd their folliet» and indulged their hopes. 
With May-day touts, .No?embe|: . %uibS|t and huming 
pafbboard popes^ . . 
XIL 
With her in common luil did mingle all the crew. 
Till at the laft ihe pregnant grew, 
^nd from her womb, in little time, brought forth 
This mcmftrousy moil detefted birth. 
Of children bom with teeth we *vc heard. 
And fome like comets with a beard ; 
Which feem'd to be fore-runners of dire change r 

But never hitherto Was feen, 
Born from a Wapping drab, or Shoreditch quean, 
A form like this, fo hideous and fb ihrange. 
,- To help whofe mother in her pains, th<»-e came 
Many a well-known dame. 
The bawd Hypocrify was there, 
And madam Impudence the fair : . • 

D 4 Di»^^e 
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Dame Scandal with lier punting eya. 

That iove« to let good nei^dxmn'at ddMte, 

And rai(e commotions in a jealous ftate. 

Was theity and Malice, queen Of far-ipread Hes, 

With all their train of frauds and fdrgeties. 

But midwife Mutiny, that bufy drab, 

That 's always talking, always loud. 
Was 4ie that fiifl: took up the babe. 
And of the office noft was proud* 

Behold its head of horrid fbnn dppears : 

To .fpite the pillory, k had no ears:. 

When (haight the bawd cry'd out, 'twas finely kia 
To the bleft family of Pxyn. 

But Scandal offer'd to depole her word. 

Or oath, the £ather ^^s a lord. 

The noie was ugly, long, and big, \ 

Broad, and fhouty like a pig ; \ 

Which ihew'd he would in dunghills love to dig ; J 
Lov'd to caft ftinking fatires up in ill-pird ihymcsy 
And live by the corruptions of unhappy times* 
XITI. 

They promised aU by turns to take him. 

And a hopeful youth to make him* 
To nurie he ftraight was fent 

To a fifter-^tch, diou^ of another San, 

One who profeft no good«,nor any meant : 
All day (he {na£Bf'd chtrms,by ni^ (be haidly IkpCf J 
Yet in the outcafts of a northern fa^Mus town, 

A little fmoaky manfion of her own. 

Where her famiiian to her did w(au<^ 

2 A( 
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AMslliitlEepc 
Hell ibs ador'd, tad Satan wis faor god 1 

Aad flufty in ugly locthlbiBe toad 
CnntlM loiind her wtllt, and croak'd. 
UadvlMrioolall ^find» 1i1m&, and fnoak'dt 

Harixmr'd beetles, and unwhoUbmc bata, 
l^wlh^ Wdb of Uctk catt 1 
Allwludi ^ireit impe (he cberiih'd with her bloody 
To naku her (pdlfl Aiecead and good. • 
Still at lisr flymrel'd bicafis they hnngi whene'er man- 
kind iie cwft, 
And witli thew foAer-brethren wat ovr ttonftcr nurft* 
In little time die hell-bred bnt 

Grew plvimp and fat, 
Without hit leading-fiiiogt could wallc. 
And (at the forcerefs taught him) tallu 
At feven years old he went to fchool. 
Where firft he grew a foe to rule. 
Never would he learn as taught, 
Sut fiill new ways affeded, and new methods ibught. 
Not that he wanted parts 
T' improve -in letters, and proceed in arts 1 
But> as tte^fligent as %, 
Of all perverienefs brutiibly was fall, 
.<By nature idle) iov'd to flufit and lie. 

And was obftinately dull. 
Till, fpite of Nature, through great pains, the Cat 
(And th' influence of th' ill genius <^ our land) 
[ At laft in part began to underibnd. 

; infight in the Latin tongue he got ; 

Could 
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Could finatter pretty well, and write too a plain hand". 
For which his guardians all thought fit, 
In compliment to his moft hopeful wit, 

He ihould be fent to learn the laws. 
And out of the good old to raife a dama*d new cauie. 
XIV. 
In which the better to improve his mind. 
As by Nature he was bent 
To fearch in hidden paths, and things long bury'd find, 
A wretch's converfe much he did frequent r 
One who this world, as that did him, difbwn'd^ 
And in an unfrequented corner, where 
Kothing was pleafant, hardly healthful found. 

He led his hated life. 
Kcedy, and ev*n of ncceflaries bare. 
No fcr^'ant had he, children, friend, or wife : 
But of a little remnant, got by fraud, 
(For all ill turns he lov'd, all good deteiled, and be- 
lieved no God) 
Thrice in ai week he chang'd a hoarded groat, "1 
With which of beggars fcraps he bought, l 
Then from a neighbouring fountain water got, J 
Not to be clean, but flake his thirft. 
He never bleft himfelf, and all things eMe he curft. 
The cell in which he (though but feldom-) flept. 

Lay like a den, uncleansN 
And there thofe jewels which he lovN 

Old worn-out fbitutes, and records 
Of common privileges, and the rights of lords. 
But bound up by themfelves with care were laid ' 

AU 
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)v'd he kept ; J 
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All the afby rdblvety an4 oidcn, made 
By iSm old long Ruxnp-pviiaiiieittf 
Througli all tbe changes of k% goreminent : ■ 
Frcm which with readmefs he could debate *) 

Coooenung mattert of the fiace, . \ 

All down hmxk goodly fortj-one to horrid forq^-eigfat. J 
XV. 
Bm fnendihip much our monfier lought 
By inftin£l» and by inclination too t 
So without much ado 
They were together braught. 
To him obedience libel iwon, and by him wai he 
taught. 
He learnt of him all goodnefs to deteft $ 

To be afliam'd of no difgrace ; 
In all things but obedience to be b^ift ; 
To hide a coward's heart, and (hew a hardy face. 
He taught him to call goyemment a clog. 

But to bear beatings like a dog r 
T' have no religion, honefty, or fenfe, 
But to profeis them all for a pretence. 

Fraught with thefe morals, he began 
To compleat him more for man : 
Difiinguifh'id to him ki an hour 
'Twizt legiflative and judicial power ; 

How to frame a commonwe^th. 
And democracy, by Health ; 
To palliate it at firft, and cry 
'Twas but a well-mixt monarchy. 
And tKdSon falus fo^uU | 

Into 
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Into rebellion to divide the nation. 
By fair committees of alTociation ; 

How by a lawful means to bring 
In arms againft himfelf the king. 
With a diftinguilhing old trick, 
'Twixt perfons natural and politic ; 

How to make faithful fervants traitors 

Thorough-pacM rebels legiflators 
And at laft troopers adjutators 
Thus well informed, and furnifh'd with enough 
Of fuch-like wordy, canting (luff, 
Our blade fet forth, and quickly grew 
A leader in a fa6Hous crew, 
Where-e'er he came, 'twas he firft filence broke. 
And fweird with every word he fpoke. 

By which becoming faucy grace. 
He gain'd authority and place : 
By many for preferments was thought fit. 
For talking treafbn without fear or wit ; 

For opening failings in the ftate ; 
For loving noify and unfound debate. 
And wearing of a myftical green ribband in his hat, 
XVI. 
Thus, like Alcides in his lion's fkin, 

He very dreadful grew. 
But, like that Hercules when Love crept in. 

And th* hero to his diftafF drew. 
His foes that found him faw he was but man : 
So when my faithlefs Clio by her fnare 
Had brought him to her arms, and I furpriz'd him there. 

At once to hate and fcorn him I began ; 

T^ 
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T« fte Iwwfioliihly flic'd dnft^ 
And fbrdivcffion aick'd die beaft. 
Be was poetry all o'<r» 
0& every fide, befaiadj befMe ; 
About him nothing could I (ee 
But party-oolour'd poetry. 
Painter's advices, litanies^ 
Ballads, and all die furious exceft 

0£ ills that malice could deriie. 
Or ever fwarm'd from a licentious piefs. 

Hung roimd about him like a fpell ; 
And in his own hand too was writ. 
That worthy piece of modem wit. 
The country's late appeal. 
But from fuch ills when will our wretched ftate 
Be freed ? and who fhali cruih this ierpcnt's head > 
'Tis iaid we may in ancient legends read 
Of a huge dragon, fent by fate 
To lay a finf id kingdom wafte : 
So through it all he rang'd, devouring as he paft. 
And each day with a virgin broke hia fall : 

Till wretched matrons curft their womb. 
So hardly was their loTs endur'd : 
The lovers all de^air'd, and fouglit their tombs 
In the fame monger's jaws, and of their pains were cur'd. 
Till, like our monfler too, and with the fame 
Curft ends, to the metropolis he came : 
His cruelties renewed again» 
And every day a maid was (lain. 

The 
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The ciirfe ilirough every family had pad, 

When to the facrifice at laft 
Th' unhappy monarch's only child mull bow : 
A royal daughter needs muft fuffer then, a royal brother 
now. 

XVII. 
On him this dragon Libel needs will prey | 
On him has call 
His fordid venom, and prophan'd 
With fpurious vcrfe his ipotlcfs ^une. 
Which fliall for ever ftand 
Unblemifh*d, and to ages laft. 
When all his foes lie buried in their fhame. 
£lfe tell me why (fome prophet that is wife) 
Heaven took fuch care 
To make him every thing that's rare; 
Dear to the heart, defirous to the eyes. 
' Why do all good men blefs him as he goes ? 

Why at his prefence ihrink his foes ? 
Why do the brave all ftrive his honour to defend ? 
Why through the world is he diftinguiftiM mod 

By titles, which but few can boaft, 
A moft )ult mailer, and a faithful friend ? 
One wlio never yet did wrong 
To high or low, to old or young ? 
Of him what orphan can complain } 

Of him what widow make her moan ? 
But fuch as wilh him here again. 
And mifs his goodnefs now he *s gone* 

If 
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If this be (as I am fure 'tis) true ; 

Then pr'ythee, prophet, |ell me too. 

Why lives he in the world's efteem, 

'Not one man's foe ? and then why are not all me« 

friends with him ? 

XVIII. 
Whene'er his life was fet at ftake 
For his ungrateful country's fake. 
What dangers or what labours did he ever Ihun ? 
Or what wonders has not done ? 
Watchful all night, and bufy all the day, iy 
(Spreading his fleet in fight of Holland's ihore) 
Triumphantly ye faw his flags and {^reamers play. 
Then did the Englifli lion roar, 
WhiMithe Belgian ceuchant ]ay« 
Big with the thoughts of conqueft and renown^ 

Of Britain's honour, and his own. 
To them he like a threatening comet ihin'd. 
Rough as the fea, and furious, as the wind ^ 
But conflant as the. liars that never move. 
Or as women would have love. 
The trembling genius of their flate 
Xiook'd out^ and flrait Ihrunk back his head. 
To fee 'Our daring bannefs fpread : 
\Vhilft in their harbours they 
Like batten'd monfters weltering lay ; 
The winds, when ours th' ad kifs'd, fcorn'd with their j 
flags to play ; 

But drooping like their captains' hearts, 
Each pendent, every dreamer, hung : 
The feamen feem'd t' have loft their arts ; 

Their 
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Their ihips at anchor now, of which w* had heard them 

boaft. 
With ill-furPd fails and rattlings loofe, by every billow 
toft. 
Lay like negle^ed harps, untun'd, unftrung ; 
Till at the laft, provok'd with Ihamc, 
Forth from their dens the baited foxes came ; 
Foxes in council, and in fight too grave ; 

Seldom true, and now not brave : 
They blufter*d out the day with fhew of fight. 
And ran away in the good-natur'd night. 
XIX. 
A bloody battle next was fought. 
And then in triumph home awelcomefleethe brought, 
With fpoils of viftory and glory ^ught. 
To him then every heart was open, down 

From the great man to the clown : 
In him rejoic'd, to him inclin*d ; 
And as his health round the glad board did pafs. 
Each honeft fellow cry'd, Fill full my glafs ; 

And fhew*d the fuUnefs of his mind. 
No difcontented vermin of ill times 

Durft then affront him but in ihow ; 
Nor libel dafh him with his dirty rhymes ; 
Nor may he live in peace that docs it now. 

And whole heart would not wifh fb too, 

That had but feen 
When his tumultuous milled foes 
Againft him rofej 

With 
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Widi wbftt heroic gnce 
He chofe die wright of wnmg to undei^go I 
No tempeft oik hit htow^ uittlter'cl in hb hccp 
Tine witnefi of die innocence ^thin. 
Bnti when die mdkngen did mindatei bring 
For hit retivet to foreign lend^ 
Since fent from the relenting hind 
Of die moft loring brother, kindeft kingf 
If in his heart r^;rct did rife. 
It never (csp'd lus tongue or eyet i 
With fteady yirtue 'twas alhy'dj 
And like a mighty conqueror he obey'd. 
XX • 
It was a dark and gloomy day^ 
Sad at die bufinefs, futlen too, 
As proud men, when in vain they woo^ 
Ot foldicrs cheated of their pay. 
' The Court, where plcafures U8*d to flow. 
Became the firene of mourning and of woe : 

C^late was every room, 
Where men for news and bufincfs us*d to come : 
With folded arms and down-cafteyes men walk'd 
In comers, and with caution talked* 
All things prepared, the hour drew near 
Wl^p he muft part ; his laft fhort time was ipent • 
In leaving bleilings on his children d^ar : 
To them with eager haftc and love he went ; 
The eldcft firft embrac'd, 
As new-bom day in beauty bright. 
But fad in mind as deeped night : 

£ Whit 
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T* cxprefs all nobleft offices he ftrove. 
Of royal goodnefs, and a brother's love. 
Then down to the fhore fide. 
Where to convey them did two royal barges ride, 
Wit^ foke^ pac« they pafs'd. 
And there fo tenderly embraced, 
All griev'd by fympathy to fee them part, 
And their kind pains touched each by-fhmder's heart. 
-Thea hand in hand the pity*d pair 
Tum'd round to face their fate ; 
She ev'n amidft afl5i6Vions fair, 
He, thopgh oppreft, ftill gre^t. 
Intp th* cxpe£ting boat with hafte they went, 
Wlierc, as the troubled Fair-one to the fliore fome wiflics 
fent 

For that dear pledge ih'ad left behind. 
And as her paflion grew too mighty for her mind^ 
She of fome tears her eyes beguil'd. 
Which, as upon her cheek they lay. 
The happy hero kifs'd away. 
And, as flie wept, blufli'd with difdain, andfmird. 
Straight forth they launch into thehigh-fwolnThamcsg 
The .wcll-ftruck oars lave up the yielding ftreams. 
All fix'd their longing eyes, and wilhing ftood, 
Till they were got into the wider flood j 
Till leflen'd out of fight, and feen no more. 
Then figh'd, and tum'd into the hated Ihore, 
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PHiEDRA TO HIPPOLYTUS. 
TRANSLATED OUT OF OVID. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Thefeus, the fon of -ffigeus, having flain the Minotaur, 
promifed to Ariadne, the daughter of Minos and 
Pafiphae, for the aflBfbnce which flie gave him, to 
carry her home with him, and make her his wife; 
fo together with her lifter Phaedra they went on board 
and failed to Chios ^ where being warned by Bacchus, 
he left Ariadne, and married her fitter Phxdra, who 
afterwards, in Thefeus her hufband's abfence, fell in 
love with Hippolytus her fon-in-law, who had vow*dl 
celibacy, and was a hunter ; wherefore, fince ihe could 
not conveniently otherwile, (he chofe by this epiftle 
to give him an account of her paffion. 

T F thou *rt unkind, I ne*er fhall health enjoy, 
-*■ Yet much I wifh to thee, my lovely boy : 
Read this, and reading how my foul is feiz'd. 
Rather than not, be with my ruin pleas*d : 
Thus fecrets fafe to fartheft Ihores may move j 
By letters foes converfe, and learn to love. 
Thrice my fad tale, as I to tell it try*d. 
Upon my faultering tongue abortive dy*d j 
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Long Shame prcvaird, nor could be conquer*d quite. 

But what I blufliM to Ipeak, Love made me write. 

'Tis dangerous to refift the power of Love, 

The gods obey him, and he 's king above ; 

He cleared the doubts that did my mind confound, 

And promised me to bring thee hither bound : 

Oh may he come, and in that breaft of thine 

Fix a kind dart, and make it flame like mine ! 

Yet of my wedlock vows I 'U lofe no care. 

Search back through all my fame, thou 'It find it fair. 

But Love long breeding to worft pain does turn ;. 

Outward unharmed, within, within I burn ! 

As the young bull or courfer yet untam'd. 

When yok*d or bridled fiiit, are pinch'd and maim'd ; 

So my unpraftis*d heart in love can find • 

No reft, th' unwonted weight fo toils my mind : 

When young. Love's pangs by arts we may remove. 

But in our riper years with rage we love. 

To thee I yield then all my dear renown. 

And pr'ythee let 's together be undone. 

Who would not pluck the new-blown blufliing rofe, 

Or the ripe fruit that courts him as it grows ? 

But if my virtue hitherto has gain'd 

Efteem for fpotlefs, lliall it now be ftain'd ? 

Oh, in thy love I fhall no hazard run j 

'Tis not a fin, but when 'tis coarfely done. 

And now fhould Juno leave her Jove to me, 

I 'd quit that Jove, Hippolytus, for thee : 

Believe me too, with ftrange defires I change, 

Amongft wild beafts I long with thee to range, 

- K 3 To 
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To thy dblighty a»d Delda? I mcltim, 

Make her my goddcfs too*, bccaufe flUB *8 thine j 

I long to know the woods, to drive the deer. 

And o'er the moufntain's tops- my hounds to ckccr^ ^ 

Shaking my dart; thca, the cha^ ended, lye 

Strctch'd on the grafs ; and wotildl^ft not tho«i \stlBj} 

Oft in ligkf chariots I with pleafiire ride, 

And love myfelf the ftifious fteeds fo gui^. 

Now like a Bacchanal more wQd 1 ftray, 

Of old Cybcle's priefts, as mai as they 

When under Ida's hill they offerings pay : 

Ev'n mad as thofe the deities of night 

And water, Fauns and Dryads, do affright. 

But ftill each little interval 1 gain, 

Eafily find 'tis love breeds all my pain. 

Sure on our race love like a fate dioes fall. 

And Venus will have Tribute of us all. 

Jove lov'd Europa, whence my father came. 

And, to a bull transform'd, enjoy 'd the daiiie t 

She, like my mother, languifh'd to obtain, 

And fill'd her womb with fhame as well as pain • 

The faithlefs Thefeus by my filler's aid 

The monfter flew, and a fafe conquefl made : 

Now, in that family my right ta fave, 

I am at I aft on the fartie terms a ilave : 

'Twas fatal to my fifter and to me, 

She lov'd thy father, but my choice was thee. 

Let monuments of triumph then be fliown 

For two unhappy nymphs by you undone. 

Whcil 
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When firil our vows were to Elcufis paid, 
Would I had in a Cretan grave been laid ; 
*T\vas there thou didft a perfe6t conqueft gain» 
Whilft love's fierce fever rag*d in every vein : 
White was thy robe, a garland deck'd thy head, 
A modeft biuih thy comely face o'erfpread, : 
That face, which may be terriWe in arms, 
But graceful feem'd to me, and full of charms : 
I love the man whole fafhion 's leaft his care. 
And hate my fex's coxcombs ftne and fair ; 
For whilft thus plain thy carelelb locks let fiy, 
Th* unpoliih'd form is beauty in my eye. 
If thou but ride, or ihake the trembling dat, 
I fix my eyes, and wonder at thy art : 
To fee thee poife the javelin moves delight. 
And all thou doft is lovely in my fight : 
But to the woods thy cruelty refign, 
Nor treat it with fo poor a life as mine. 
Muft cold Diana be adorM alone, 
Muft fhe have all thy vows, and Venus none ? 
That pleafure palls, if 'tis enjoy'd too long ; 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ftrong. 
For Cynthia's fake unbend and cafe thy bow, 
Elfe to thy arm 'twill weak and ufelefs grow. 
Famous was Cephalus in wood and plain. 
And by him many a boar and pard was llain. 
Yet to Aurora's love he did incline, 
Who wifely left old age for youth like thine. 
Under the Ipreading fhades her amorous boy. 
The feir Adonis, Venus could enjoy j 

E 4 Atalanta's 
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Atalanta's loye tooMeleager fought, 

And to her tribute paid of all he caught : 

Be thou and I next the bleft fylvan pair ; 

Where Love 's a ftranger, woods but deferts are. 

With thee, through dangerous ways unknown before» 

I '11 rove, and fearlefs face the dreadful boar. 

Between two feas a little ifthmus lies, 

Where on each fide the beating billows rife. 

There in Trazena I thy love will meet. 

More bleft and pleas 'd than in my native Crete. 

As we could wifli, old Thefeus is away 

At Theffaly, where always let him ftay 

With his Perithous, whom well I fee 

Preferr'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he ^only thus expreft his hate ; 

We both have fuffer'd wrongs of mighty weight : 

My brother firft he cruelly did flay, 

Then from my fifter faifely ran away, 

Aijd left expos'd to every beaft a prey : 

A warlike queen to thee thy being gave, 

A mother worthy of a fon fo brave, 

From cruel Thefeus yet her death did find. 

Nor, though flie gave him thee, could make him kind. 

Unwedded too he murder'd her in fpight. 

To baftardize, and rob thee of thy right : 

And if, to wrong thee more, two fons I've brought,» 

■Relieve it his, and none of Phaedra's fault: 

Rather, thou faireft thing the earth contains, 

I wiih at firft I'd dy'd of mother's pains. 

How- 
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How canft thou rev'rence then thy father's bed. 

From which himfelf fo abjeftly is fled ? 

The thought affrights not me, but me inflames ; 

Mother and fon are notions, very names 

Of worn-out piety, in faftiion then 

When old dull Saturn rui*d the race of men ; 

But braver Jove taught pleafure was no fin. 

And with his fifter did himfelf begin. 

Nearnefs of blood and kindred beft we prove, 

When we exprefs it in the clofefl: love. 

Nor need wc fear our fault fhould be reveal'd } 

'Twill under near relation be conceal'd, 

And all who hear our loves, with praife ihall crown 

A mother's kindnefs to a grateful fon. 

No need at midnight in the dark to flray, 

T' unlock the gates, and cry. My love, this way ! 

No bufy fpies our pleafures to betray. 

But in one houfe, as heretofore, we '11 live ; 

In public, kiffes take ; in public, give ; 

Though in my bed thou *rt feen, 'twill gain applaufc 

From all, whilft none have fcnle to guefs the caufe : 

Only make hafte, and let this league be fign'd ; 

So may my tyrant Love to thee be kind. 

For this I am an humble fuppliant grown ; 

Now where are all my boafts of greatnefs gone ? 

I fwore I ne*er would yield, refolv'd to fight, 

Deceiv'd by Love, that 's feldom in the right ; 

Now on my own I crawl, to cla(p thy knees j 

Wliat 's decent no true lover cares or fees : 

Shame, 
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Shame, like a beaten feldicr, leaves the place. 
But beauty's blnflies ^11 are in my face. 
Forgive thi« fond confeffion which I make, 
And then fomc pity cm my fufTcring* t^e. 
What though 'midft ieas my father'^ empire lies ; 
Though my giteat grandiire thunder from the ikies ; 
What though my father's fire in beams dreft gay 
Drives round th« burning chariot of the day; 
Their honour all in mt to Love 's a flave, 
Then, though thoQ wilt not me, their honour favc. 
Jove*s famoua idand, Crete, in dower I '11 bring, 
And there Ihall my Hif^lytus be king : 
For Venus* fake then hear and grant my prayer. 
So may*ft thou never love a fcornful fair ; 
In fields fo may Diana grace thee ftill. 
And every wood afford thee game to kill ; 
So may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 
Be kind, fo may the boar before chee fall ; 
So may the Water-nymphs in heat of day, 
Though thou their fex dcfpife, thy thirft allay. 
Millions of tears to thefe my prayers '. 
Which as thou read'ft with thofc dear < 
Think that thou fee'ft the ftreams that flow f 



cmrn aiiay. 
I join, 1 

r eyes of thine, > 
flow from mine. J 
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EPISTLE 
TO MR. D i; K £•♦ 

MT mudi-lovVi Arfeftd* wbtcK thotf «it from my «yir, 
Howd^lksAthtf diy^ tad liglic Mi>fft I 
Ni^, kinder lu^, 't the mneb mare wtkose gudl|^ 
For thoa^ it Imii^ fiintl etie^ k hidss at Imt f 
Or if e'er flumbm ttid flay cyet agrtie^ 
*Tis when tfaej'ie ennm'd with pfeafingdreimi of thctf* 
Laft ni|^ mtthoug^t (heaven lAake ^e next ai kind !) 
Piee as firft innocence, and nnconfin'd 
As oar fiit parebts intheir £dcn vnse, 
Ere yet contosn'd! to eat their bread witb care i 
We two together wando^d through a grove, 
Twas green beneath nv, and all flude above. 
Mild as ote friendfhipy rpringing as our love ; 
Hundredl of chearful birds fili'd every tree. 
And iiing their joyful fbngs of liberty i 
While tfasot^ the giadibme choir well pleas'd wewalk'd^ 
And of our prefent valued flate thus talk'd : 

How happy are we in this iweet retieat ? 
Thus humbly hlef^ who 'd labour to be great ? 
Who for prefdime&ts at a court would watt>. 
Where every gudgeoo: 's nibbling at die bait ^ 
What fifh of fcttfe would on that (hallow lie, 
Amongft the little fbrving wriggling fry. 
That throng and crowd each other for a tafie 
Of th^ deceitful, painted, poiibn'd paiic $ 

* Sec the Anfwer, in « Brake's ToetAs.** 

Whe« 



1 



6o OTWAY'S POEMS. 

When the wide river he behind him fees, 
Where he may launch to liberty and eafe ? 
No cares or buiinefs here didurb our hours, ' 

While, underneath thefe fhady peaceful bowersj^ 
I^ cool delight and innocence we fbray, 
And midfl a thoufand pleafures wafle the day ; 
Sometimes upon a river's bank we lie, 
Where ikimming (wallows o*er the furface fly, 
Juft as the fun, declining with his beams, 
KifTes and gently warms the gliding ftreams 9 
Amidft whofe current rifing filhcs play, 
And roll in wanton liberty away. 
Perhaps hard by there grows a little bu(h, 
' On which the linnet, nightingale, and thruih. 
Nightly their folemn orgies meeting keep, 
And fing their vefpers ere they go to fleep : 
There we two lie, between us may be 's fpread 
Some books, few underftand, though many read. 
Sometimes we Virgil's facred leaves turn o*er. 
Still wondering, and ftill finding caufe for more* 
How Juno's rage did good -^neas vex. 
Then how he had revenge upon her fex 
In Dido's ftate, whom bravely he en joy 'd, 
And quitted her a» bravely too when cloy'd ; 
He knew the fatal danger of her charms, 
And fcorn'd to melt his virtue in her arms. 
Next Nifus and Euryalus we admire. 
Their gentle friendftiip, and their martial fire ; 
We praife their valour, 'caufe yet matched by none. 
And love their friendlhip, fo much like our own. 

But 
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But when to give our minds a feaft indeed, 
Horace, beft known and lov'd by thee, we read, 
Who can our tranfports, or our longings tell. 
To tafte of pleafures, prais'd by him fo well ? 
With thoughts of love and wine by him we 're fir*d. 
Two things in fwect retirement much defir'd : 
A generous bottle and a loveibme (he. 
Are th* only joys in nature next to thee : 
To which retiring quietly at night, A 

If (as that only can) to add delight. 
When to our little cottage we repair. 
We find a friend or two, we *d wifli for there. 
Dear Beverley, kind as parting lovers tears, 
Adderly, honcft as the fword he wears, 
Wilfon, profeffing friendfliip yet a friend, 
Or Short, beyond what numbers can commend. 
Finch, full of kindnefs, generous as his blood. 
Watchful to do, to modeft merit, good ; 
Who have forfook the vile tumultuous town, 
And for a tafte of life to us come down ; 
With eager arms, how clofely we embrace ! 
What joys in every heart, and every face ! 
The moderate table 's quickly cover'd o*er, 
^yith choiceft meats at leaft, though not with ftore t 
Of bottles next fucceeds a goodly train. 
Full of what chears the heart, and fires the brain : 
Each waited on by a bright virgin glafs. 
Clean, found, and fhining like its drinker*s lafs. 
Then down we fit, while every genius tries 
T* improve, till he defen'es his facrifice : 
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No ikucy hour prefumes to fticrt delight. 

We laugh, love, drink, and when that *$ done 'tis night* 

Well wann'd and pleased, as we think fit we *il part, 

Each takes ,th' obedient treafure of his heart. 

And leads her willing to his filent bed, 

Where no vtxuicms cares come near his head. 

But every fenfe with perGe£l pleafuse 's fed j 

Till in full joy diflblv'd, each falls aileep 

With twining limbs, that ftill love's poflure keep $ 

At dawn of morning to renew delight, 

So quiet craving Love, till the next ni^t : 

Then we the drowfy cells of fleep forfake. 

And to our books our earlieft vifit make 5 

Or elfe our thou^ts to their attendance call. 

And there, methinks. Fancy fits queen of all j 

While the poor under-iaculties refort, 

And to her fickle majefty make court; 

The underftanding firft comes plainly clad, 

But ufefully ; no entrance to be had. 

Next comes the will, that bully of the mind. 

Follies wait on him in a troop behind ; 

He meets reception from tl>e antic queen. 

Who thinks her majefty 's moft honoured, whea 

Attended by tho(e fine-dreft gentlemen^ 

Reafon, the honeft counfellor, this knows, . 

And into court with reft)lute virtue goes ; 

Lets Fancy fee her loofe irregular fway, 

Then how the flattering follies fneak away ? 

This image, when it came, too fiercely fhook 

My brain, which its (oft quiet itraight forTopk 1 

X Whea 
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When waking as I call my ^yes arpund. 
Nothing but old loath'4 vanities I found; 
No grove, no freedom, aad, vi^hat *$ woiie to me^ 
No &iend ; for I have none ^ompar'd with thee. 
Soon then fny thoughts with their old tyrant Caxe 
Were feiz'd j which to divert, I fram'd this prayer t 

Gods ! life 's your gift, then feafon 't with fuch fiite^ 
That what ye meant a bleifing prove no weight. 
l.et me to the rcinoteilb part be whirPd, 
Of this your play«thing made in haflc, ^ wodd t 
But grant me quiet, liberty, and peace. 
By day what 's needful, and at night ibft eaie ; 
The friend I truft in, and the Ihe I love. 
Then fix me j and if e*er I wiQi remove. 
Make me as great (diat 's wretched) as ye can^ 
Set me in power, the woefuU'ft (bte of maoj 
To be by fools milled, to knaves a pr^. 
But ma(K life what I a&, or take 't away. 



TO MR. CREECH, 

UPON HIS 

TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 

SIR, when your book the firft time came abroad, 
I muft confefs I flood amaz'd and aw*d j 
For, as to fome good-nature I pretend, 
I feared to read; left I fhould not commend. 

Lucretius 
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Lucretius englifh'd ! 'twas a work might ihake 

The power of Englifli vcrfe to undertake^ 

This all men thouglit ; but you are boniy we fi&d^ 

T' out-do the expectations of mankind ; 

Since you 'vc fo well the noble taik pcrform'd, 

Envy 's appcas*d, and prejudice difarm'd : 

J'"or when the rich original we perufc, 

And by it try the metal you produce. 

Though there indeed the purefi ore we find, 

Yet Hill in you it fomething feems refin'd : 

Thus when the great Lucretius gives a loofe. 

And lafhes to her fpeed his fiery Mufe ; 

Still with him you maintain an equal pace. 

And bear full ftretch upon him all the race ; 

But when in rugged way we find him rein 

His verfe, and not fo finooth a ftrokc maintain 5 

There the advantage he receives is found. 

By you taught temper, and to chufe his ground. 

Next, his philofophy you \e fo exprcft 

In genuine tcnns, fo plain, yet neatly dreft, 

T^bfe murderers that now mingle it all day 

In fchools, may learn from you the eafy way 

To let us know what they would mean and 

If Ariftotle's friends will fhew the grace 

To wave for once their ftatute in that cafe. 

Go on then, Sir, and fince you could afpire, 

And reach this height, aim yet at laurels higher ; ^ 

Secure great injured Maro from the wrong 

He unredeemed has laboured with fo long 

In- 
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I'Holboum ihymey and, left the book fhoold fail,'' 
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ipos'd with pi6h2ret to promote the fade : 

y tapfiert fet out fignsy for muddy ale. 

ou 're only able to retrieve his doom, 

.nd make him here as famM as once at Rome : 

or fure, when Julius firil this ifle fubdued, 

our anceftors then mist with Roman blood ; 

Dme near ally'd to that whence Ovid came, 

Irgil and Horace, thoie three fbns of Fame | 

Ince to their memory it is (6 true, 

iQd fhe\vs their poetry {o much in you. 

ro on in pity to this wretched ifle, 

i^ich ignorant poetafters do defile 

/ith loufy madrigals for lyric verfe ; 

iftead of comedy with nafty farce. 

/ould Plautus, Terence e'er, have been Co lewd 

'' have dreft Jack-pudding up to catch the crowd ? 

T Sophocles five tedious afts have made, 

fliew a wliining fool in love betray 'd 

y fome falfe friend or flippery chambermaid, 

rhen, ere he hangs himfelf, bemoans his fall 

a a dull fpeech, and that fine language call ? 

fo, fince we live in fuch a fulfome age, 

Vhen nonfenfc loads the prefs, and choaks the ftagc f 

^hen blockheads will claim wit in nature's fpight, 

Lnd every dunce, that ftarves, prefumes to write, 

«rt yourfelf, defend the Mufe*s caufe, 

roclaim their right, and to maintain their laws 

lake the dead ancients fpeak the Britilh tbnguc ; 

'hat fo each chatterin^^ daw, who aims at fou^, 
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la his own mother-tx>ngue may humbly read 
What engines yet are wanting in his head 
To make him equal to the mighty dead, 
For of all Nature's works we moft fhould fcont 
The tWng who thinks himfelf a poet bom. 
Unbred, untaught^ he rhymes, yet hardly fpelk*. 
And fenf^ilefsly, as iquirrels jangk bells. 
Such things, Sir, here abound ; may therefore yoi> 
Be ever to your friends, the Mufes, true ! 
May our defefts be by your powers fupply'd. 
Till, as our envy now, you grow our pride ; 
Till by your pen reitor'd, in triumph bomc^ 
The majefty of poetry return I 



E P I L p G IJ E^ 

SPOKEN UPON 

rts Royal Higbnefs the DWKE of YORI 

Coming* to the Theatre, Friday, April 21, 1682, 

WHEN too much plenty, luxury, and eafe. 
Had furfeited this ifle to a difeafe ; 
Wheh ©oifome blains did its beft parts o'eripread> 
And on the reft their dire infeftion fhed ; 
Our great Phyfician, who the nature knew 
Of the diftemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fix*d, for three kingdoms' quiet, Sir, on you : 
He caft hii fearching eyes o*er all the frame, 
And AadJDg whence before- one ficknefs came. 
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How once before our mifchicfs foftcr'd were. 
Knew well your virtue, and apply'd you there : 
Where fo your goodnefs, fo your juftice fway'd, 
You but appeared, and die wild plague was (hy'd. 

When, from the filthy dunghiil-faftion bred, 
New^fonn'd rebellion durft rear up its head, 
Anfwer roe all : Who ftnick the monfter dead ? 

Sec, fee, the injur'd prince, and blcfs his name. 
Think on the martyr from whofe loins he came 1 
Think on the blood was fhed for you before, 
And curfc the parricides that thirft for more. 
His foes are yours, then of their wiks be\vare r 
Lay, lay him in your hearts, and guard him therey 
Where let his wrongs your zeal for him improve j 
Hf wears a fword will juftify your love. 
With blood ftill ready for your good t' expend. 
And has a heart that ne'er forgot his friend. 

His duteous loyalt}' before you lay, 
And learn of him, unmunnuring to obey. 
Think what he 'as borne, your quiet to reftorej 
Repent your madncfs, and rebel no more. 

No more let Boutefeus hope to lead petitions. 
Scriveners to be treafurers ; pedlars, politicians ; 
Nor every fool, whofe wife has tript at court, ^ 
Pluck up a fpirit, and turn rebel for 't. 

In lands where cuckolds multiply like ours, 
What princs can be too jealous of their powers. 
Or can too often think himiclf alarm'd ? 
They *re mal- contents that every where go arm'd : 
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And when the homed herd *s together got, 
Nothing portends a common-wealth like that* 
Caft, caft your idols off, your gods of wood» 
Ere yet Philiftines fatten with your blood : 
Renounce your priefts of Baal >vith amen faces^ 
Your Wapping feafts, and your Mile-end high places^ 

Nail all your medals on the gallows poll. 
In recompence th' original was loft : 
At thefe, illuftrious repentance pay, 
In his kind hands your humble offerings lay : 
Let royal pardon be by him implor'd, 
Th* atoning brother of your anger'd lord : 
He only brings a medicine fit t' afluage 
A people's folly, and rouz'd monarch's rage. 
An infant prince, yet labouring in the womb^ 
Fated with wondrous happinefs to come, 
He goes to fetch the mighty bleffings home : 
Send all your wiflies with him, let the air 
With gentle breezes waft it fafely there, 
The fcas, like what they '11 carry, calm and fair : 
Let the illuftrious mother touch our land 
Mildly, as hereafter may her fon command { 
While our glad monarch welcomes her to fhore^ 
With kind afturance ihe fhall part no more. 

Be the majeftic babe then iiniling bom. 
And all good figns of fate his birth adorn. 
So live and grow, a conftant pledge to ftand 
Of Cxfar's love to an obedient land« 
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8 POKEN TO 

HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 

O N ■ I R 

RETURN FROM SCOTLAND^ 

IN THE YEAR 1682. 

A LL you, who this day'^s jubilee attend, 
•^^ And every loyal Mufc's loyal friend. 
That come to treat your longing wiflies here^ 
Turn your defiring eyes, and feaft them there. 
Thus falling on your knees with me implore, 
May this poor land ne'er lofe that prefence more ! 
But if there any in this circle be, 
That come fo curft to ^vy what they fee. 
From the vain fool that would be great too foon^ 
To the dull knave that writ the laft lampoon ! 
Let fuch, as viflims to that beauty's fame, 
Hang their vile blafted heads, and die with Ihame* 
Our mighty blcffinrg is at laft ifeturn'dy 
The joy arrived for which fo long we mourn*d : 
From whom our prefent peace we expeft encreas'dj^ 
And all our future generations bleft. 
Time, have a care r bring lafe the hour of joy. 
When fome bleft totigue proclaims a royal boy r 
And when 'tis born, let nature's hand be ftrong ; 
Blefs him withrdays of ftrength, and make them long ; 
. . F3 TUl 
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Till charg'd with honours we behold him ftand. 
Three kingdoms banners waiting his command ^ 
His father's conquering fword within his hand : 
Then th* Englifli lions in the air advance, 
And with them roaring mufic to the dance. 
Carry a Quo Warranto into France. 



PROLOGUE 

TO MRS. BEH N'S. 

CITY HEIRESS, i68x. 

HOW vain have proved the labours of the ftagc. 
In flriving to reclaim a vicious age ! 
Poets may write, the mifchief to impeach j *] 

You care as little what the poets teach. 
As you regard at church what parfons preach. J 

But where fuch follies and fuch vices reign. 
What honeft pen has patience to refrain ? 
At church, in pews, ye moft devoutly fnore, 
And here, got dully drunk, ye come to roar j 
Ye go to church, to glout and ogle there, 
And comeix) meet more lewd Gonvenieatiiere.: 
With equal zeal ye honour either plac^ ') 

And run fo very jevenly your race, 
Y* improve in wit juft as ye 4o in grace. 
It mufl be fo ; ibme daemon has poffeft 
jQiur land, and we have' never .iince b^^ bleiL 

T'ha^ 
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T' have ieen it all» and heard of its renown^ 
In reverend ihape it fialk'd about the town» 
^ix yedhien tall attending on its frown. 
Sometimesy with humble note and; zealous lore, 
Twould play the aptoftolic function o'er : 
But heaven have mercy on us when it fwore ! 
"Wiene'er it fwore, to prove the oaths were true. 
Out of its mouth at random halters flew 
Round fomc unwary neck, by magic thrown. 
Though lini the cunning devil iavM its own i 
l^'or when th' enchantment could no longer laft. 
The fubtle Pug, moft dextroufly uncaft. 
Left awful form for one more foeming {^us. 
And in a moment vary'd to defy us ■; 
From (liken doftor, home-fpun Ananias : 
Left the lewd court, and did in city fix. 
Where ftill by its old arts it plays new tricks. 
And fills the heads of fools with politicks. 
This daemon lately drew in many a guefl, 
To part with zealous guinea for— no fcafl. 
Who, but the moft incorngible fops, 
Tor ever doom'd in difmal cells, call'd fhops. 
To cheat and damn themfelves to get their livings. 
Would lay fweet money out in fham thank fgiving^s^ 
Sham plots you .may have paid for o'er and o'er ; 
But who e'er paid for a fham treat before ? 
Had you not better fent your offerings all 
Hither to us, than Sequeflrators' Kali } 
I being your (Reward, juftice had been done ye ; 
I could iiave entertatn'd you worth your money. 

J4 THE 
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THE SIXTEENTH 

OF THE 

SECOND BOOK. OF HORA< 

TN ilorms when clouds the moon do hide^ 

•*• And no kind ftai^ the pilot guide, * 

Shew me at fea the boldeft there, 

Who does not wifli for quiet here. 

For quiet, friend, the foldier fights. 

Bears weary marches, fleeplefs nights. 

For this feeds hard, and lodges cold ; 

Which can't be bought with hills of gold. 

Since wealth and power too weak we find. 

To quell the tumults of the mind ; 

Or from the monarch's roofs of ftate 

Drive thence the cares that round him wait ;. 

Happy the man with little bleft. 

Of what his father left pofTeft ; 

Ko bafe defires corrupt his head, 

No fears diflurb him in his bed. 

What then in life, which foon muft end> 

Can all our vain defigns intend ? 

From Ihore to fliore why fhould we run> 

When none his tirefome felf can fhun ? 

For baneful care will ftill prevail, 

And overtake us under iail. 



IMITATION OF HOJtAGX. vs 

*Twm dod^B tbfr gmt naa^ imn behind 
Oitt-niii the roe, ont-fly tkt mod* 
•If dial thy fiml reiojice t»^. 
Drive far to-mooDw't cuts wtnj. 
Jn hngliter let diem all be drown'd : 
No p^fed good it to be fbimd. 
One motfcal feeb Fate's fuddin blonr, 
Anociier't lingering death comet flow ; 
And vrbat of life they take from tfaee^ 
The godt may give to pimHh ni^. * 

Thy portton is a weakfay ftodc^ 
A fertile g^cbe, a fruitfiii flock, 
Hqrries and chariots for thy ea&, 
Ridi robes to deck and m^ diee pbaie.. 
For me, a lltde cell I chufe. 
Fit for my mind, fit for my Mufe, 
Which fbft content does befl adorn. 
Shunning the knaves and fools I fcom. 



THE COMPLAINT: 
A SONG; 

To a Scotch tune. 

T LOVE, I doat, I rave with paij^, 
■■• No quiet 's in my mind. 
Though ne*er could be a happier fwun^ 
Were Sylvia lefs.unkiJid. 

' J « For 
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For when^ M lonig her chains I 'ye woniy 

I aik relief from fmart. 
She only gives me looks of fcom i 
Alas ! 'twill break my heart ! 

My rivals, rich in worldly ftorc, 

IVIby ofier heaps of gold. 
But furely I a heaven adore, 

Too precious to be fold ; 
Can Sylvia fuch a coxcomb prize. 

For wealth, and not defert j 
And my poor fighs and tears defpiie ? 

Alas, 'twill break my heart ! 

"When, like fome panting, hovering dove, 

I for my blifs contend, 
And plead the caufe of eager love, 

She coldly calls me friend. 
Ah, Sylvia ! thus in vain you drive 

To aft a healer's part, 
'Twill keep but lingering pain aTivc, 
" Alas ! and break my heart. 

When, on my lonely, pcnfive bed 

I lay me down to reft. 
In hope to calm my raging head. 

And cool my burning breaft. 
Her cruelty all eaie denies ; 

With fome fad dream I ftart, 
All drown'd in (tears I find my eyes. 

And breaking feel my heart. 
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Tlxn rifi|i|^ thioi]g|itheptth.I]t>ve 

Tlkit lesds.me where ibe dwellif • 

Where to the ten&Mi watts mj lore 

Its fDOumfiil fioiy tellt J 
With fi§^ I jdffBT and fcifii the doar^ 

Till moniiog bids dqpatti 
Then yent ten thpnfind fi^s and more;; 

Alas! '.twiU bceak my heart ! 

Biity Svlvia, when this conqueft 's won^ 

And I am dead and cold, 
Renoance*the cruel deed you've done^ 

Nor glory when 'tis told j 
For every lovely generous maid 

Will take my injured part, 
And curie thee, Sylvia, I 'm afraid. 

For breaking my poor heart. 



P R O L O © U E 

TO K. L E E'S 

.constantin:^ the great. 

WH AT think ye niieant wife Piovldence, when 6xk, 
Poets were made ? I'd.tell you, if I duiit. 
That 'twas in contradi£kion to heaven*s word. 
That when its ipirit o'er^the waters ftirr'd, 
AVhen it iaw all> and (aid that all was good^i 
J^ creature Poet-ivas not underilood : ^ 
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Por, were it worth the pains of fix loog days^ 
To mould retailers of dull third-day plays , 
That ftanre out threcfcore years in hopes of bays? 
*Tis plain they ne'er were of the firft creatioiiy 
But came by meer equivocal generation : 
Lrke rats in ihips^ without coition bred^ 
As hated too as they are, and unfed^. 
Nature their fpecies fure mud: needs diibwn-. 
Scarce knowing, Poets, lefs by Poets known. 
Yet this poor thing, fo fcorn'd and ftt at noughtfr 
Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought- 
Difabled wafting Whore-mafters are not 
Prouder to own the brats they never got, 
Tha6 fumbling, itching rh)rmers of the towtt 
T' adopt fome bafe-bom fbng that's not their owm 
Spite of his ftate, my Lord fometimes defcends^ 
To pleafe the importunity of friends. 
The duUeft he, thought moft for bufmefs fit^ 
"^Vill venture his bought place to aim at wit f 
And though he finks with his employs of ftatCy 
Tin common fenfe forfake him, he *11 tranflatc. 
The Poet and the Whore alike complains 
of trading quality, that (poil their gains j 
The lords will write, and ladies- will have fwains ! 
•Therefore all you who- have male ilTue bom 
Under the ftarving fign of Capricorn, 
Prevent the malice of their ftars in time, 
And warn them early from the fin of rhymer 
Tell them how Spenfer ftarv'd, how Cowley mour 
How Butler's faitfi and fervicc was return -d ; 



PROLOGUB TO C0M8TANTIME. 
And if fncfa mmmigiliejr nfak to take. 
This laft flKperimnty O pncnti, made I 
Widi Imoas bdiiDdilwai ibe th' offinider qr'dt 
The piriii whip and beadle bj his fide ; 
Then lead him ID fooe flail that does ezpofe 
The andiofi he loves meft; .^lere nib his nole, 
Tilly like a Spaniel laik'd to know fomm a n d , 
He by the doe conefiion underftandy 
To keep lut bfain clean, and not foul die land i 
mi he againft his nature learn to ftrive, 
And get the knack of ^dulnefs how to thriTe. 
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THE BEGINNING OF 

A PASTORAL 

ON T H £ 

DEATH OF HIS LATE MAJESTY* 

WHAT horror 'j this that dwells upon the plain. 
And dius difttlrbs the ihepherds' peaceful reign }• 
A difinal fi>imd breaks through the 3rielding air, 
Forewarmng us fome dreadful ftonn is near* 
The bleating flocks in wild confufion flray. 
The early larks forfiike their wandering way. 
And ceafe to welcome-in the new-bom day* 
Each nymph poflefl with a diflra6bed fear, 
Difiilder'd hangs her looie diiheyerd hair. 

Pifeafes 



} 
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Difeafes with her ftrong convulfions reign. 
And deities y not known before to pain,- 
Are now y^ith apople6tic feizures flain : 
Hence flow our forrows, hence increafe our fiea 
Each humble plant does drop her (ilver tears. 
Ye tender, lambs, ftray not fo fall away, 
T^weep and mourn let us together day : 
O^r all the univerfe let it be fpread, 
T^tat now the ihepherd of the flocJc is ^ad. 
The royal Pan, that ihepherd of the fheep. 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep. 
Is gone, ah gone ! ne'er to return from Dea 
eternal fleep ! 

Begin, Damela, let thy numbers fly 
Aloft where, the loft milky way does Jie ; * 
Mopfus, who Daphnis to the ftars did fing. 
Shall join with you, and thither waft our king. 
Play gently on your rccds a mournful ftrain, 
And tell in notes, through all th* Arcadian pla 
The royal Pan, the ihepherd of the iheep. 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep, 
I« gone, ah gone ! ne'er to return ftx)m Deal 
eternal fleep^ 
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THE REVIEW. 

** Longa eft injuria, longae 
** Ambages; fed fumma fequar faftigia rerum." ViRG. 

TT OW have we wanderM a long difmal night, 
•*■-■■ Led through blind paths by each deluding light ! 
Now plung'd in mire, now by Iharp brambles torn. 
With tempefts beat, and to the winds a fcom ! 
Loft, weary 'd, fpent ! but fee the Eaftern ftar 
And glimmering light dawns kindly from afar : 
Bright goddefs, hail ! while we by thee furvey 
The various errors of our painful way ; 
While, guided by fome clew of heavenly thread. 
The labyrinth perplex*d we backward tread. 
Through rulers* avarice, pride, ambition, hate, 
Pcrvcrfe cabak, and winding turns of ftate, 

G z The 
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The fenate's rage, and all the crooked lines 
Of incoherent plots and wild defignsj 
Tillg getting oat where firft we entered Ift^ 
A new bright race of glory we begin. 

As, after Winter, Spring's glad face appear 
As'the bleft fliore to fliip-wreck'd mariners, 
Succefs to lovers, glory to the brave, 
Health to the fick, or freedom to the flave; 
Such was great Caefar's day ! the wondrous da^ 
That long in Fate's dark bofom hatching lay. 
Heaven to abfolve, and £itisfa6tion bring. 
For twenty years of mifcry and fin ! 
What fhouts, what triumph, what unruly joy, 
Swell'd evei-y bread, did every tongue employ,. 
With rays dire6t, whilft on his people fhone 
The King triumphant from the martyr's throne 
"Was ever prince like him to mortals given ? 
So much the joy of earth and care of heaven 
Under the preflure of unequal fate, 
Of fo ereft a mind, and foul fo great ! 
So full of meeknefs, and ib void of pride. 
When borne aloft by Fortune's higheft tide ! 
Mercy, like heaven, 's his chief prerogative. 
His joy to fave, and glory to forgive. 
All ftorms composed, and tempefls rage afleep 
He, Halcyon like, lat brooding o'er the deep. 
He faw the royal bark fecurely ride. 
No danger threatening from the peaceful tide ; 
And he who, when the winds and Teas were hi| 
Oppos'd his ikilly and did their rage defy. 
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No diminution to his honour thought, 
T' enjoy • the pleafurc of the calm he brou^t. 
(Should he alone be fo the people's flave 
As not to fhare the bleffings that he gave?) 
But not till, full of providential care, 
He chofe a pilot in his place to fteer : 
One in his father's councils and his own 
Long exercis'd, and grey in bufincfs grown } 
Whofe confirmed judgment and fagacious wit 
Knew all the fands on which rafh monarchs fplit j 
Of rifing winds could, ere they blew, inform, 
And from which quarter to expeft the ftorm. 
Such was, or fuch he feem*d, whom Caifar chofc. 
And did all empire's cares in him repofe; 
That, after ail his toils and dangers pad. 
He mi^t lie down and tafte (bmc eafe at laft. 

Now ftands the ftatefman of the helm polTeft, 
On him alone three mighty nations reft ,• 
* Byrfa his name, bred at the wrangling bar. 
And Ikill'd in arms of that litigious war ; 
But more to Wit's pcacefuller arts inclin'd. 
Learning's Maecenas, and the Mufes' friend ; 
Him every Mufe in every age had lung, 
His eafy flowing wit and charming tongue. 
Had not the treacherous voice of power infpir'd 
His mounting thoughts, and wild ambition iir'd j 
DilHaining lefs alliances to own. 
He now fcts up for kinfman of the throne j ^ 

* Earl of Clarendoni 

G 3 And 
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And Anna, by the power her father gain'd, 
Back'd with grtat Caefar's abfolute command^ 
On falfe pretence of former contra6h made. 
Is forc'd on brave * Britannicns's bed. 

Thus rais'd, his infolonce his wit out-vy'tf. 
And meaneft avarice maintained his pride : 
When Caefar, to confirm his infant ihite^ 
Dro\Mi'd in oblivion all old names of hate. 
By threatening many, but excepting none 
That paid the purchale of oblivion. 
Byrfa his matter's free-given mercy fold. 
And royal grace retail'd for rebel gold : 
That; new ftate-maxim he invented firft, 
(To aged Tirae*s laft revolution curft) 
That teaches monarchs to oblige their foes. 
And their beft friends to beggary expofe ; 
For thefe, he faid, would ftill beg on and ferve ; 
*Tis the old badge of loyalty to flarve : 
But hardened rebels muft by bribes be won. 
And paid for all the mighty ills they 've done : 
When wealth and honour from their treafons flow 
How can they chufe but very loyal grow ? 
This falfe ungrateful maxim Byrfa taught, 
Vaft fums of wealth from thriving rebels brought 
Titles and power to thieves and traitors fold, 
Swell'd his ftretch'd coffers with o'er- flowing gol< 

Hence all thefe tears in thefe firft feeds was fow 

His country's following ruin, and his own, 

* Duke of York. 
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Of diat acenift and iacrilegi(rat cteir. 
Which great by merit of icbeUion grew, 
Bad all usadive periih'd and unknown. 
The fidfe * Aatonint had fuffic'd alone. 
To all fucoeeding i^et to proclaim 
Of dm fiate principle die goilt and fliame* 
Amoniua earij in rebellions ntce 
Mh\y iet out, nor flackening in his pace. 
The fiune ambition diat his youthful heat 
Ui]^d to all ills, the little daring biat 
With unabated aidonr docs engage 
The loadifome dregs of his decrepit age r 
Bold, fuU of narive and acquir'd deceit. 
Of iprightly cunning and malicious wit i 
Reftle(s, proje&ing (till fome newdciign, 
Sdll drawing round the government his line, 
Bold on the walls, or bufy in the mine : 
Lewd as the Hews, but to the blinded eyes 
Of the dull crowd as Puritan precife ] '■ 
Before dieir fight he draws the juggler's cloud' 
Of public intercft, and the people's good. 
The woricing fennent of his siSdve mind, 
In hit weak body's caik with pain^ confined, 
Wonld Muft the rotten vefTel where 'tis pent. 
But that 'tis tapt to give the treafon vent. 

Such were the men that from the ftatefman's handv 
Not pardon only, but promotion gain'd : 

* Earl of ShaftcAury, 
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All offices of dignity or power 

Thcfe fwarming locufts greedily devour ; 

Preferred to all the fecrets of the ftatc, 

Thefe fenfelefs finners in the council (ate. 

In their unjuft deceitful balance laid, 

The great concerns of war and peace were weighed. 

This wife *' Lovifius knew, whofe mighty mind 
Had univerfal empire long defign'd ; 
And when he all things found were bought and fold, 
Thought nothing there impoflible to gold : 
With mighty fums, through fecret channels brought 
On the corrupted counfellors he wrought r 
Againfl the neighbouring Belgians they declare 
A hazardous and an expenfive war. 
Their frefti affronts and matchlefs infolence 
To Caefar's honour made a fair pretence j 
Meer outfide this, but, ruling by his pay. 
Cunning Lovifius did this projeft lay, 
By mutual damages to weaken thofe 
Who only could his vail defigns oppofe. 
But Caifar, looking with a juft difdain 
Upon their bold pretences to the main. 
Sent forth his royal brother from his fide. 
To lafti their infolence, and curb their pride : 
Britanuicus, by whofe high virtues grac'd. 
The prefent age contends with ail the paft ; 
Him heaven a pattern did for lieroes form. 
Slow to advifc* but eager to perform, 

* French King. 
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In council calm, fierce as a florm in fight. 
Danger his fport, and labour his delight : 
To him the fleet and camp, the Tea and fields 
Did equal harvefts of bright glory yield. 
No Icfs each civil virtue him commends, 
The beft of rubjc6tsy brothers, mailers, friends ; 
To merit juft, to needy virtue kind, 
True to his word, and conflant to his friend : 
What *8 well refolv*d as bravely he purfues, 
Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chufe. 
Honour was born, not planted in his heart. 
And Virtue came by nature, not by art : 
Where glory calls, and Cxfar gives command^ 
He flies ; his pointed thunder in his hand. 
The Belgian fleet endeavour'd, but in vain. 
The temped of his fury to futtain ; 
Shatter'd and torn, before his flags they fly 
Like doves that the exalted eagle fpy. 
Ready to floop and feize them from on high : 
He, Neptune like, when, from his watery bed 
Above the waves lifting his awful head. 
He fniiles, and to his chariot gives the rein, 
In triumph rides o'er the afleited main ; 
And now returns, the watery empire won. 
At Cai(ar*s feet to lay his trident down. 
J But who the fliouts and triumphs can relate 

j Of the glad ifle that his return did wait > 

I Rejoicing crowds attend him on the ftrand. 

Loud a$ the fea, and numerous as the fand. 

A 



1 



9» D U K £'S P O £ M ^i 

Thus a new Midas truly he appears. 
And fhewsy through all difguife, his ailes ears* 
Did he the weightier bufinefs of the ^te 
At council or in fenate-houie debate. 
King, country, all, he for a jeft would quit. 
To catch fome little fiafh of paltry wit : 
How full of gravity foe'er he ftruts. 
The ape in robes will fcramble for his nuts : 
Did he all laws of heaven or earth defy, 
Blafpheme his God, or give his king the lye ; 
Adultery, murders, or ev*n worie, commit. 
Still *twas a jeft, and nothing but Iheer wit : 
At laft this edg*d-tool wit, his darling (port. 
Wounded himfelf, and banilh*d him the court : 
Like common jugglers, or like common whores^ 
All his trick* fhewn, he was kick'd out of doors. 
Not changed in humour by his change of place. 
He ftill found company to fuit his grace ; 
Mountebanks, quakers, chemifls, trading varlets, 
Pimps, players, city fheriffs, and fuburb harlots ; 
War his averfion, once he heard it roar, 
But, " Damn him if he ever hear it more !" 
And there you may believe him, though he fwore. 
But with play-houfes, wars, immortal wars, 
Ilewag'd, and ten years rage produc'd a * farce. 
As many rolling years he did employ. 
And hands almoft as many, to deftroy 
Heroic rhyme, as Greece to ruin Troy. 

^* The Rehearfal. 
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Ooce more, ^yt Fame, for btttle he prepares, 
Amf tfareatent ihynicn with a fecond fVuxe i 
Bntf if as long for this as that we ftay. 
He 'U finiih Cleredon iboner than his play. *^' 

This precioas tool did the new ibcefmen nle 
In Capfar'f faieath dieir whiipert to infufe i 
Snfpicion 's hred by gravity, heard, and gowft i 
But who Alipeds the madman and buffoon ? 
Drolling Villeiius this advantage had, 
And all his jelh iober impreffions made : 
Befides, he knew to chufe die ibftsft hour, 
When Caeiar for a while forgot his. power. 
And, cboung tir'd from empire's grand a£bin, 
In /the free joys of wine relax'd his caues. 
Twas then he play'd the Ay fuccefsful fool, 
Ai^ icriouB nufchief did in ridicule. 
Then he vnth jealous thoughts his prince could fill. 
And gild with mirth and glittering wit the pill. 
With a grave mien, difcourfe, and decent (late. 
He pleaiantly the ape could imitate. 
And foon as a contempt of him was bred. 
It made the way for hatred to fucceed. 
— — Gravities difguife 
The greateft jeft of all, ** he'd needs be wife — " 

.[Here the^ writer left oflf.] 
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Oh ! think not fb divine a thing 

Could from the bed of commons fpring; 

Whofe faith could fo unmov'd remain^ 

And fo averfe to fordid gain. 

Was never bom of any race 

That might the noblcft love difgracc. 

Her blooming fece, her fnowy arms. 

Her well-fhap'd legs, and all her charms 

Of her body and her face, 

I, poor I, may fafeiy praife. 

Sufpe£l: not, Love, the youthful rage 

From Horace's declining age. 

But think removed, by forty years, 

All his flames and all thy fears. 



HORACE, BOOK IL ODE 

TF ever any injurM power, 

■■• By which the falle Barine fwore, 

Falfe, fair Barine, on thy head 

Had the leafl mark of vengeance fhed ; 

If but a tooth or nail of thee 

Had fuffer'd by thy perjury, 

I fhould believe thy vows ; but thou 

Since perjur'd doft more charming grow. 

Of all our youth the public care. 

Nor half fo falfe as thou art fair. 

It thrives with thee to be forfworn 

By thy dead mother's facred urn. 



IMITATIONS OF HORACE, ^t 

By heaven and all the ftars that fiiine 
Without, and every god within : - 
Venus hears this, and all the while 
At thy empty- vo^ docs fmile, 
Her nymphs all fmile, her little fon 
Does fmile, and to his quiver run ; 
Does finile, and fall to whet his darts. 
To wound for thee frefh lovers hearts. 
Sec all the youth does thee obey, 
Thy train of ilaves grows every day ; 
Kor leave thy former fubjefb thee, 
Though oft they threaten to be free. 
Though oft with vows falTe as thine are. 
Their forfwom miftrefs they forfwear. 
Thee every careful mother fears 
For her fon's blooming tender years ; 
Thee frugal fires, thee the young bride 
In Hymen's fetters newly ty'd, 
Left thou detain by ftronger charms 
Th' expe6ied hufband from her arms. 

HORACE AND LYDIA, 
BOOK III. ODE IX. • 

HORACE. 

WHILST 1 was welcome to your heart. 
In which no happier youth had part. 
And, full of more prevailing charms, 
Threw rouiid your neck his dearer arms, 

H I fourifh d 
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I flouriih'd richer and m<«« bleft 
Than the great monarch of the eaft. 
L Y D I A. 
Whilft all thy foul with me was fill'c 
Nor Lydia did to CWoe yield, 
Lydia, the celebrated name^ ,. 
Tlie only theme of verfe and fame, 
I flourilhM more than fhe rcm)wn'd, 
Whofe godlike (on out Rome did founc 

HORACE. 

Me Chloe now, whom every Mufc 
And every Grace adorns, fubdu'es ; . 
For whom I 'd gladly die, to feve 
Her dearer beauties from the grave* 

L Y D I A» 
Me lovely Calais does fire 
With mutual flames of fierce defire ; 
For whom I twice would die, to fave 
His youth more precious from the grav« 

HORACE. 

What if our former loves return. 
And our firfl fires again fhould burn ; 
If Chloe *s baniftiM, to make way 
For the forfaken Lydia ? 

L Y D I A. 
Though he is (hining as a ilar, 
Confiant and kind as he is fair ; 
Thou light as cork, rough as the fea> 
Yet I would live, would die with thee. 
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THE CYCLOPS. 

•irheocritus, Idyll. XI. 

INSCRIBED TO DR. SHORT. 

f\ SHORT, no herb, no falve, was ever found 
^ To eafe a lover's heart, or heal his v^^ound ; 
No medicine this prevailing ill fubdues, 
None, but the charms of the condoling Mufe : 
Sweet to the fenfe, and eafy to the mind, 
The cure ; but hard, but very hard, to find. 
This you well know, and furely none fo well, 
' Who both in Phyfic's facred art excel, 
And in Wit's orb among the brightcft fhine. 
The love of Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine. 

Thu$ fweetly fad of old, the Cyclops ftrovc 
To (often his uneafy hours of love. 
Then, when hot youth urgM him to fierce defire. 
And Galatea's eyes kindled the raging fire, 
His was no common flame, nor could he move 
In the old arts and beaten paths of love ; 
Nor flowers nor fruits fent to oblige the fair. 
Nor more to plcafe curl'd his ncglefted hair y 
His was all rage, all madnefs j to his mind 
No other cares their wonted entrance find. 
Oft from the field his flock returned alone. 
Unheeded, unobferv'd : he on feme ftone. 
Or craggy cliff, to the deaf winds and lea 
Accufing Galatea's cruelty ; 

H z Till 
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Till slight, from i 
Con fames with in^ 
Yet then a cure* t| 
And thus apply'd 
Fmm a ftccp 
The floM (the 1 
His drooping 1 
And thus his grid 
" Fair Galatea, 
'* Rewarded drai ? 
'* Fairer than fallu 
** Soft to the touch I 
** Sprightly at wi 
•• The tender crefi 
•* Yet, cruel, 
•* Than unripe | 
*• Svx>n as my hevr 
•• Hither you come \ 
'* But> ^hhen flnep 1 
** And Tanllh IcUifd 
•• Swittasyottngl 
*' I wtU nnnembcr \ 
•* llu: nwxde my 1 
'• *T\\Tw wkea ehe i 
•• Ot ill ic» 1 
*' T»> pirher cowers 1 

*" To hviciaAs i 

** Ana i&Kvn a WK aU J 
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Till night, from the firft dauTi of opening day, 

Confbmes with inward heat, and melts away. 

Yet then a cure, the only cure, he found. 

And thus apply'd it to the bleeding wound ; 

From a fteep rock, from whence be might iurvey 

The flo^d (the bed where his lov'd fca-nymph lay), 

His drooping head with fbrrow bent he hong. 

And thus his griefs calm'd with his mournful fong« 

** Fair Galatea, why is all my pain 

'* Rewarded thus > foft love with (harp diOain > 

** Fairer than falling fnow or rifing light, 

** Soft to the touch as charming to the fight ; 

** Sprightly as unyok'd heifers, on whofe head . 

** The tender crefcents but begin to fpread 5 

" Yet, cruel, you to harlhnefs more incline, 

" Than unripe grapes plucked from the favage vine* 

** Soon as ray heavy eye-lids feal'd with fleep, 

** Hither you come out from the foaming deep; 

" But, when deep leaves me, you together fly, 

** And vanilh fwiftly from my opening eye, 

" Swift as young lambs when the fierce wolf they fpy, 

" I well remember the firft fatal day 

*' That made my heart your beauty's eafy prey, 

" 'Twas when the flood you, with my mother, left, 

*' Of all its brightnefs, all its pride, bereft, 

** To gather flowers from the fteep mountain's topi 

'< Of the high oflice proud, I led you up ; 

** To hyacinths and rofcs did you bring, 

'' And ihew'd you all the treafures of the ipring. 

" But 
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'' But from that hour my foul has known no reft« 

** Soft peace t$ baaifh'd from my tortur'd breaft : 

"Inige, I bum. ■ Yet ftill regardlefs you 

" Not the Icaft fign of melting pity ihew : 

" No ; by the gods that fliall revenge my pain f 

^No; youy the more I love, the more di£dain. 

" Ah ! nymph, by every grace adora'd, I kuow 

" ^Tiy you defpife and fly the Cyclops fo ; 

*' Becaufe a fha^gy brow from fide to £de, 

" Stretch'd in a line, does my large forehead hide ; 

" And under that one only eye does ihine» 

" And my flat nofe to my big lips does join. 

" Such though 1 am, yet know, a thoufand fhecp, 

"The pride of the Sicilian hills, I keep ; 

"With fweetcit milk they fill my flowing pails, 

" And my vaft flock of ctecfcs never fails ; 

**In fummer's heat, or painter's fhai-peil cold, 

** Mv. loaded fhelvcs gix)an with the weight they hold. 

"With fuch foft notes I the ihrill pipe infpirc, 

" Tliat every liftening Cyclops docs admire j 

" While with it often I all night proclaim 

" Thy powerful charms, and my fuccefslcfs flame. 

" For thee twelve does, all big with fawn, I feed ; 

" And four bear-cubs, tame to thy hand, I breed. 

" Ah ! come to mc, fair nymph ! and you (hall find 

" Thefe are the fmallefl gifts for thee dcfign'd. 

" Ah ! come, and leave the angry waves to rear, 

" And break tlicmfclves againft the founding lliore. 

** How much more pleafant would tliy (lumbers be 

**In the retir'd and peaceful cave with me ! 

Hi " There 
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*^ There the ftrdght cyprefs and green laurel join, 
** And creeping ivy clafps the clufter'd vine ; 
** There frcfh, cool rills, from Etna's pureft fiio« 
** Diflblv'd into ambrofial liquor, flow. 
** Who the wild waves and blackilh fea could chuft 
** And thefe ftill fhades and thefe (wept fheams rcfi 
** But if you fear that I, o'er-grown with hair, 
** Without a fire defy the winter air, 
*' Know I have mighty ftores of wood, and know 
" Perpetual fires on my bright hearth do glow. 
'* My foul, my life itfelf ihould bum for thee, 
** And this one eye, as dear as life to me. 
*' Why was not I with fins, like fiflies, made, 
** That I, like them, might in the deep have playU 
** Then Avould I dive beneath the yielding tide^ 
" And kifs your hand, if you your lips deny'd- 
** To thee I 'd lilies and* ced poppies bear, 
** And flowers that crown «ach feafon of the year. 
" But I 'm refolv*d I '11 learn to fwim and dive 
** Of the next ftranger that -does here arrive, 
** That -th* undifcoverM pleafures I may know 
** Which you enjoy in the deep flood below. 
" Come forth, O nymph ! and xoming forth fbrg< 
" Like me that on this rock unmindful fit 
<* (Of .all things elfe unmindful Uit of thee), 
** Home to return forget, and live with me. 
" With me the fwect and pleafing labour chufe, 
" To feed the flock, and milk the burthen'd ewes, 
•^^ To.pricfs.thc checie, and the Iharp runn^t to infufe 
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** My mother does unkindly ufe her fbn, 

^ By her negle£t the Cyclops is undone ; 

^ For ine fhe never labours to prevail, 

** Nor whifpers in your car my amorous tale. 
"No; though (he knows I languish every day, 
" And fees my body wafte, and ftrength decay. 
'' But I more ills than what I feel will feign, 
** And of my head and of my feet complain j 
" That, in her bread if any pity lie, 
'* She may be fad, and gricvM, as well as I. 

' ** O Cyclops, Cyclops; where *s thy reafbn fled ? 
•* If your young lambs with ncw-pluck'd boughs you fed, 
** And watchM your flock, would you not feem more wife; 
** Milk what is next, purfue not that which flies. 
•* Perhaps you may, fince this proves fo unkind, 
*' Another fairer Galatea find. 
'* Me many virgins as I pafs invite 
*• To wailo with them in love's foft fports the night ; 
** And, if I but incline my liftening car, 
** New joys, new fmilcs, in all their looks appear. 
'* Thus we, it fcems, can be bclov'd j and we, 
*• It (eems, are fomebody as well as (he !'* 

Thus did the -Cyclops fan his raging fire, 
And footh*d with gendc vcrfe his fierce defire ; 
Thus pafs'd his hours with more delight and cafe. 
Than if the riches of the world were his. 
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TO C iE L I A. 

"TLY fwift, ye hours j ye fluggiih minutes, fiy ; 

-*- Bring back my love, or kt her lover die. 

Make hafle, O fun, and to my eyes once moxie» 

My Caelia brighter than thyfelf reftore. 

In fpite of thee, 'tis night when ihe 's away, 1 

Her eyes alene can the glad beams difplay. 

That makps my iky look clear, and guide my day* J 

O when will fhe lift up her facred light* 

And chafe away the flying ihades of night ! 

With her how faft the flowing hours run on ! 

But oh ! how long they flay when flie is goiie ! 

So flowly time when clogg'd with grief does move ; 

So fwift when borne upon the wings of love ! 

Hardly three days, they tell me, yet are paft 5 

Yet 'tis an age fince I beheld her laft. 

O, .my aufpicious flar, make hafte to rife. 

To charm our hearts, and blefs our longing eyes I 

O, how I long on thy dear eyes to gaze. 

And cliear my own with their refle£i:ed rays ! 

How my impatient, thirfly foiil does long 

To hear the chaiming mufic of thy tongue ! 

Where pointed wit with fulid judgment grows. 

And in one eafy ftream united flows. 

Whene'er you fpeak, with what delight we hear. 

You call up every foul to every year ! 

Natu 
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Nature 's too prodigal to womankind, 
£y*^ wheie Ihe lioes negleA t' adorn dx mind $ 
Beauty alone bears fuch refifUcfs fway. 
As makes mankind with joy and pride obey. 
But, oh ! when wit and fenfe with beauty 's joui'<)^ . 
The womaii's fweetneis with the manly mind ; 
When nature with fo juft a hand does mix 
Tlie moft engaging charms of either fex ; 
And out of both that thus in one combine 
Does fbmething form not human but divine. 
What 's her command, but that we all adore 
The nobleft work of her almighty power ! 
Nor ought our zeal thy anger to create, 
Since love *s thy debt, nor is our choice, but fate. 
Where nature bids, worfhip I *m forc'd to pay. 
Nor have the liberty to difobey j 
And whenfoe'er flie does a poet make. 
She gives him verfe but for thy beauty's fake. 
Had I a pen that could at once impart 
Soft Ovid's nature and high Virgii's art. 
Then the immortal Sacharifla's name 
Should be but fecond in the lift of fame ; 
Each grove, each fhade, ihould with thy prai/e be fill'^^ 
And the fam'd Penihurft to our Windfor yield. 
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SPOKEN TO THE QJJ E E N, 

IN TRINITY COLLEGE NEW COURT. 

'T'HGU equal partner of the royal bed, 

•^ That mak'ft a crown fit foft on Charles's head ; 
In whom, with greatnefs virtue takes her feat, 
Mceknefs with power, and piety with ftatc ; 
Whole goodnefs might -ev'n fa6tious crowds teclaim, 
"Win the feditious, and the favage tame ; 
'Tyrants themfelves to gentleft mercy bring. 
And only ufelefs is on fuch a king ! 
See, mighty princefs, fee how every breaft 
With joy and wonder is at once poffeft : 
' Such >\^s the joy which the firft mortals knew. 
When gods defcended to the people's view, 
Such devout wonder did it then afford, 
To fee thofe powers they had unfeen ador'd, 
But they were feign*d ; nor, if they had been true. 
Could fhed more bleffmgs on the earth than you t 
Our courts, enlarg'd, their former bounds difdain. 
To make reception for fo great a train : 
Here may your facrcd breaft rejoice to fee. 
Your own age ftrive with ancient piety ; 
Soon now, fmce bleft by your aufpicious eyes. 
To full perfefHon fhall our fabric rife. 
Lefs powerful charms than yours of old could csdl 
The willing ftones into the Theban wall. 
And ours, which now its rife to you fliall owe. 
More fam'd than that by your great name (hall grow. 

FLO- 
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FLORIANA, 

A Pastoral, upon the Death of her Grace Mart 
Duchefs of Southampton i68o. 

1>A M o N. 

TJELL' me, my Thyrfis, tell thy Damon, why 
Does my loV'd Iwaiin in this fad pofture lie ? 
What mean thefc dreams Hill falling from thine eyes. 
Fall as thofe fighs from thy fwoln bofom rife ? 
Has the fierce wolf broke through the fenced ground ? 
Have thy lambs ftray'd ? or has Dorinda frown'<l ? 
Thyrsis. The wolf? Ah! let him come, for 
now he may : 
Have thy lambs ftray'd ? let them for ever ftray : 
Dorinda frown*d > No, fhe is ever mild ; 
Nay, I remember but juft now fhe fmil'd : 
Alas ! (he fmiPd ; for to the lovely maid 
None had the fatal tidings yet convcy'd. 
Tell me then, fliepherd, tell me, canft thou find 
As long as thou art true, and (he is kind, 
A grief fo great, as may prevail above 
Ev*n Damon's friendlhip, or Dorinda's love ? 

Dam. 6urc there is nonc« Thtr. But, Damont 
there may be. 
What if the charming Floriana die? 

Da m . Far be the omen ! T h y R . But fuppofe it true ? 
JDam. Then fhould I grieve, my Thyrfis, more 
than you* 

She 
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She is — IThyr. Alas! ihe was, but is no more : 
Now, Damony now, let thy fwoln eyes run o'er : 
Here to this turf by thy fad Thyrfis grow, . ' 
And, when my {Ireams of grief too (hallow flow. 
Let-in thy tide to raife the torrent high. 
Till both a deluge make, and in it die. 

Dam. Then, that to this wiih'd height die flood' 
might fwell, 
Friend, I will tell thee.— Thyr. Friend, I thee lyill 

tell. 
How young, how good, how beautiful ihe hlL 
Qh ! ihe was all for which fond mothers pray, 
Blefling their babes when firft they fee the day« 
Beauty and ibe were one, for in her face 
Sat fweetneft temper d with majeftic grace ; 
Such powerful charms as might the proudeft awe. 
Yet fuch attra6kive goodnefs as might draw 
The humbleft, and to both give equal law. 
How was ihe wonder'd at by every fwain ! 
The pride, the light, the goddefs of the plain ! 
On all fee fhin'd, and fpreading glories csJk 
Diffufive of herfelf, where-e*^er (he paft. 
There breath'd an air fweet as the winds that blow 
From the bicft ihores where fragrant fpices grow : 
]5v*n me fometimcs ihe with a fmiJe would gracfi> 
Like the fun Ihining on the vileft place. 
Nor did Dorinda bar me the delight 
Of feafting on her eyes my longing fight t 
But to a being fb fublime, fo pure, 
Spar'd my devotion, of my love fecu;«. 

Dam. 
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Dam. Her beauty fuch: but Nature did defign 
That only as an anfwerable (hrine 
To the divinity that's lodged within. 
Her ibul fhia'd through, and made her form fo bright. 
As clouds are gilt by the fun's piercing light. 
In her^finooth forehead we might read expreft 
The even calmnefs of her gentle breaft : 
And in her fparkling eyes as clear was writ 
The a6live vigour of her youthful wit. 
Each beauty of the body or the face 
Was but the ihad©w of fome inward grace, 
tray, fprightly, chearful, fifpe, and xinconfin'd. 
As innocence could make it, was her mind ; 
Yet prudent, though not tedious nor fevere, 
l^ike thofc who, being dull, would grave appear? 
Who out of guilt do chcarfulnefs defpife. 
And, being fullen, hope men think them wife. 
How would the liftening fhephcrds round her throng. 
To catch the words fell from her charming tongue 1 
$he all with her own fpirit and foul infpir'd, 
Her they all lov*d, and her they all admired. 
JEv'n mighty Pan, whofe powerful hand fuftains 
The ibvereign crook that mildly awes the plainsp 
Of all his cares made her the tendereft part. 
And great Louifa lodg'd her in her heart. 

Thyr. Who would not now a fcdemn mourning keep^ 
When Pan himfelf and fair Louifa weep ? 
When thofe bleft eyes, by the kind gods defign*d 
To cherifh nature, and delight mankind, 

I All 
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All drowned m tears, melt ipto gentler (bowers 
Than April-drops upon the fpringing flowers ? 
Such tears as Venus for Adonis flied. 
When at her feet the lovely youth lay dead j 
About her, aU her little weeping Loves 
Ungirt her Ceftos, and unyok'd her doves. 

Dam. Come, pious nymphs^ with fair Loui& comey . 
And vifit gentle Floriana's tomb j 
And, as ye walk the melancholy round. 
Where no unhallow'd feet prophane the ground, 
With your chafte hands frefb flowers and odours (bed 
About her lafl obfcure and filent bed ; 
Still praying, as ye gently move your feet, 
** Soft be her pillow, and her flumber fweet !" 

Thy R . See where they come, a mournful lovely train 
As ever wept on fair Arcadia's plain : 
Louifa, mournful far above the reft, 
In all the charms of beauteous forrow drcft ; 
Juft are her tears, when Ihe reflefts how foon 
A beauty, fecond only to her own, 
Flourifh'd, look'd gay, was wither'd, and is gone ! 

Dam. O, flie is gone ! gone like a new-bom flower>. 
That dcck'd fbme virgin queen's delicious bower ; 
Tom from the ftalk by Ibme untimely blaft. 
And 'mongft the vilcft weeds and mbbifh caft : 
Yet flowers return, and coming fprings difclofe 
The lily whiter, and more frelh the rofe j 
But no kind feafon back her charms can brings 
And Floriana has no fecond ipring. 

Thyr. 
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Thyr^ O, ihe is fet ! fct like the falling fun ; 
Barbefs is round us^ and glad day is gone ! 
Alas ! the fun that 's fet, again will rife, 
And gild with richer beams the. morning-ikies ; 
But beauty, thou^ as bright as they it {hines. 
When its fhort glory to the Weft declines,, 
0, there 's no hope of the returning light r 
But all is long oblivion^, and eternal night ! 

TO THE UNKNOWN AUTHOR OF 

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL*^ 

T Thought, forgive my fm, the beaded fire 

-■• Of poets' fouls did long ago expire ^ 

0( folly or of madncfs did accufe 

The wretch that thought hirafelf poffeft with Mufc j 

Laugh*d at the god within, that did infpire 

With more than human thoughts the tuneful' choir j 

But fure 'tis more than fancy, or the dream 

Of Aymcrs flumbering by the Mufes* ftream. 

Some livelier Ipark of heaven, and more refin'd 

From earthy drofs, fills the great Poet's mind : 

Witnefs thefe mighty and immortal lines, 

Through each of which th' informing genius Ihines : 

Scarce a diviner flame infpir'd the King, 

Of whom thy Mufe does fo fublimely fing : 

Not David's felf could in a nobler verfe 

His glorioufly-offending Son rehcarfe ; 

'^ Mr. Pryden publiilied it without his name. 

Though 
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Though in his breaft die Prophet's fury met. 
The Father's fondneft, and d» Poet's vnt. 
Here all conient in inronder and in praile. 
And to the UNKNOWN Poet altars raife : 
Which thou muft needs accept with eqnal pf 
As when ^neas heard the wars of Troy, 
Wrapt up himfclf in darknefs and unieen. 
Extolled with wonder by the Tynan (picen* 
Sure thou already art fecure of fame, 
IvTor want'ft new glories to exalt thy name r 
What Father elfc would have refus'd to own 
So great a Son as god-like Abfalom > 



EPITHALAMIU 

UPON THE 

Marriage of Captain William Bedlob 

^' Ille ego qui quondam gracili mpdulatus avaena, 
^* Anna virumque cano." 

I, he, whofung of humble Oates before, 
^ Now- fing a Captain and a Man of War. 

GODDESS of Rhyme, that didft infpire 
The Captain with poetic fire. 
Adding frefh laurels to that brow 
Where thofe of viftory did grow, 
And,ftiteLier onMUumtt may flouriih no^ ! 
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If thou art well rec^ver'd fiiKe 
*** The Excommunicated Prince *j" 
For that important trage<fy 
IVould have kiiPd aoy Mule but thee ; 
Hither with (peed, Oh f hither moves 
TuU bufkins off, and, iince to love 
The ground is holy that you tread in, 
Dance bare-foot at the Captain's wedding. 

See where he comes, and by his fide 
His charming fair angelic bride : « 

'Such, or lefs lovely, v.'ns .the dame 
So much renown'd, Fulvia by nasne^ 
With whom of old Tully did join. 
Then when his art did undermine 
The horrid Popifli plot of Catiline, 
Oh faireft nymph of all Great Britain ! 
^(Though thee my eyes I never fet on) 
BluHi not on thy great lord to fmile» 
The fecond faviour of our ifle j 
What nobler Captain could hzwre led 
Thee to thy long'd-for marriage-bed : 
•For know that thy all-daring Will is 
As flout a hero as Achilles ; 
And as great things for thee has done. 
As Palmerin or th* Knight of th* Sun, 
And is himfelf a whole romance alone. 
X>et confcious Flanders ipeak^ and be 
The wicnefs of his chivalry. 
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Yet that 's not all, his very word 

Has (lain as many as his fword : 

Though common bullies with their oaths 

Hurt little till they come to blows. 

Yet all his mouth -granadocs kill, 

And fave the pains of drawing ftecl. 

This hero thy reiiftlefs charms 

Have won to fly into thy arms ; 

For think not any mean defign, 

Or the inglorious itch of coin. 

Could ever have his breaft control'd,! 

Or make him be a ilave to gold ; 

His love *s as freely given to thee 

As to the king his loyalty. 

Then, oh, receive thy mighty prize 

With open arms and wifhfng eyes, 

Kifs that dear face, where may be feen 

His worth and parts that fkulk within ; 

That face, that juftly ftyl'd may be 

As true a difcovcrcr as he. 

Think not he ever falfe will prove, 

His well-known truth fecures his love ; 

Do you a while divert his cares 

From his important grand affairs r 

I^t him have relpite now a while, 

From kindling the mad rabble's zeal : 

Zeal, that is hot as fire, yet dark and blind, 

Shews plainly where its birth-place we may find', 

In hell, where thgugh dire flames for ever glow. 

Yet 'tis the place 6f utter darknefs too. 

Bui 
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But to his bed be Aire be true 
As he to all the world and you, 
He all jour plots wiU elfe betray 
AU ye She-Machiaveb can lay. 
He all deGgns, you know, has found. 
Though hatched in. hell or under ground ; 
Oft to the world fuch fecrets ihew 
As fcarcc the plotters themfelves. knew ; 
Yet, if by chance you hap to fin, 
And Love, while Honour 's napping, ihould creep iUf, 
Yet be difcreet, and do not boaft 
0* th' tres^n by the-common poft. 
So ihalt thou ftill make him love on i 
All virtue 's in difcretion. 
So thou with him ihalt fhine, and be 
As great a patriot as he ; 
And when, as now in Chriftmas, all 
For a new pack of cards do call> 
Another Popifh pack comes out 
To plcafe the cits, and charm the rooit t 
Thou, mighty queen, ihalt a whole fuit command, 
A crown Upon thy head^ and fceptre in thy hand i 
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ON THE MAHltT^GE OF 
GEORGE PRINCE t>F DENMARK 

A N 1> T H £ 

LADY ANNE. 
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•^ On a more high defiga the royal Dane, 
Than when of old with an inyadtng hand 
His fierce forefathers came to ^knI the land : 
And love has gainM him hy a nobler way, 
A braver conqueft and a richer prey. 

For battles won, sad ooMntries fav'd reno^Bm'd, 
Shaded with laurels, -and with honours ciown'dy 
From fields with daughter lhpew*d, the hero cante. 
His arms neglefled, to pur(tie his flame. 
Like ^ar^ returning from the xK)bie chace 
Of flying nations through the plains, of Thiace, 
When, deck'd with trophies and adom'd with fpoils? 
He meets the goddefs that rewards his toils ! 
But, oh I wha^ tranfports did his heart invade 
When firft he faw the lovely, royal maid ! 
Fame, that fe high did her peifedtrons raife, 
Seem'd now detraction, and no longer praife ! 
All that conld nobleft minds to love engage. 
Or ixtto foftneik melt theibldier's zage^ 
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Al! that could fyre2nA abroad refiillefs fire^ 

And eager wifhes laife, and fierce defire, 

All that WS9 charming, all Hiat was abOTe 

Ev'n poets ^mcies, diough refin'd by torCf 

All native beauty dreft by every grace 

Of fweeteft youth ht fhining m her face T 

Where, vehere 5s now the generous fury gone, 

That dirough thick troops urg'd the wing'd wanrior on ? 

IVbere now the fpirit tfiat aw'd the lifted field i 

Created to cofmntand, untaught to yield ? 

It yields, it yields, to Anna's gentle fway. 

And thinks it above triumphs to obey. 

See at thy feet, illuftrious princefs, thrown 

All the rich fpoils die mighty hero won ! 

His fame, his laurels, are thy beauties due> 

And all his conquefts are outdone by you ? 

Ah ! lovely nymph, accept the noble prite, 

A tribute fit for tliofe vi6^(Mrious eyes 1 

Ah ! generous maid, pais not relentkft by,. 

Nor let war's chief by cruel beauty die ! 

Though unexperienced youth fond fcruples movc^ 

And blulhes rife but at the name of love i 

Though over all thy thoughts and every fenfe 

The guard is plac*d of virgin innocence ; 

Yet from thy f^ither's generous blood we know 

Rcfpeft for valour in thy breaft does glow ; 

^Tis but agreeing to thy rbyal birth. 

To fmile on viitue and heroic worth. 

Love, in fuch noWe feeds of honour fown^ 

The challcll virgin need not bhifli to own, 

I 3- Whom 
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Whom would thy royal father fooner find. 
In thy lov'd arms to his high lineage join'd. 
Than him, whom Aich exalted virtues crowst 
That he might think them copy'd from his own } 
Who to the field equal defires did bring. 
Love to his brother, fervice to his king. 
Who Denmark's crown, and the anointed head, 1 
Refcued at once, and back in triumph led. 
Forcing his paffage through the Haughter'd Swede. J 
Such virtue him to thy great Gre commends. 
The beft of princes, fubjefts, brothers, friends ! 
The people's wonder, and the court's delight. 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 
What can fuch charms refill ? The royal maid, 
Loth to deny, is yet to grant afraid ; 
But love, ftill growing as her fears decay, 
Confcnts at lafi:, and gives her heart away. 

Now with loud triumphs are the nuptials crown*d. 
And with glad (houts the flreets and palace found ! 
Illuftrious pair! ice what a general joy 
Does the whole land's united voice employ ? 
From you they omens take of happier years. 
Recall loft hopes, and banifh all their fears : 
Let boding planets threaten from above, 
And fullen Saturn join with angry Jove : 
Your more aufpicious flames, that here unite, 
Vanquifh the malice of their mingled light i 
Heaven of its bounties now fhall iavifh grow. 
And in full tides ui^envy'd ble^gs flow I 

Tl 
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Theihaken throne more furely fix*d ihali ftand. 
And cun*d lebelHon fly the happy land I 
At your bleft union civil difcords ceafe, 
"Confiifion turns to order, rage to peace ! 
So, when at firft in Chaos and old Night 
Hot things with cold, and moid with dry did fight^ 
Love did the warring feeds to union bring. 
And over all things ftretch'd his peaceful wing, 
The jarring elements no longer drove, 
And a world darted forth, the beauteous work of Love ! 



ON THE DEATH OF 

KING CHARLES THE SECOND, 

AND THE INAOURATION OF 

KING JAMES THE SECOND. 

TF the indulgent Mufc (the only cure 
^ For all the ills afflif^ed minds endure, 
That Cweetens fonrow, and makes fadnefs pleafe, 
And heals the heart by telling its difcafe) 
Vouchfafe her aid, we alfo. will prefiime 
With humble verfe t' approach the facred tomb ; 
There flowing ftreams of pious tears will flicd. 
Sweet incenfe burn, frcfli flowers and odours fpread, 
-Our lafl fad ofi*erings to the royal dead ! 

Dead is the king, who all our lives did blefs f 
^Qnr tength inwar^ and our delight in peace ! 

T4 Was 
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Was ever prince like him to mortals gnftn T 

So much the joy oTearth, and care of heaTen T 

Under the preflure of ttnequal fate, 

Of fo ere6l: a mind and foul fo great I 

So full of meeknefs and Co void of pride, 

When borne aloft by Fortune's higheft tide ! 

His kindly beams on the ungrateful (oil 

Of this rebellious, flubbom> murmuring ille 

Hatch'd plenty ; eafe and riches did beftow. 

And made the land with milk and honey flow f 

Lcfs bleft was Rome when mild Auguftus fway'd. 

And the glad world for love, not fear, obey'd. 

Mercy, like heaven's, his chief prerogative ! 

His joy to fave, and glory to forgive ! 

Who lives, but felt his influence, and did ihare: 

His boundlefs goodnefs and paternal care ? 

And, whilfl: with all th* endearing arts h^ ftrovc . 

On every fubje61:*s heart to feal his love. 

What breaft fo hard, wl^at heart of human ^lakej 

But, foftening, did the kind impreflion take ? 

Bclov'd and loving ^ "with fuch virtues grac'd. 

As might on common heads a crown have plac'd T 

How IkiU'd in aH the myfteries of ftate ! 

How fitting to fuftain an empire's weight ! 

How quick to know ? how ready to advife ! 

How timely to prevent ! how more than fenates wift! 

Hi* words how charming, affable, and fwe,et I 

How juft his cenfure t and how fliarp his wit ! 

How did his charming converfation pleaie 

The bleft attenders on his hours of eafe ; 

6 Wh< 
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Wbeu gradoufiy he deigif d to condefccnd, 
Pleas'd to exalt a fubje^ to a friend ! 
To the moft Itfw how eafy of acccis ! 
Williog to hear, and longing ta redrefs T 
His mercy knevr no bounds of time or place. 
His reign was one continned a6l of grace ! 
Good Titus could) but Charles could never fa^r 
Of all his royal life, " he loft a day.** 
Excellent prmce ! O once our joy and care. 
Now our eternal grief and deep defpair ! 
father ! or if aught than father 's more, 
How ihall thy children their fad lofs^ deplore ? 
How grieve enough, when anxious thoughts recall 
The mournful ftory of their fbvereign*s fall ? 
Oh ! who that fcene of forrow can di(play ; 
When, waiting death, the fearlefs monarch lay ? 
THough great the pain and anguifh that he bore. 
His friends*" and fubjefts* grief afflift him moref 
Yet even that, and coming fate, he bears ; 
But finks and faints to fee a brodier*6 tears ? 
The mighty grief, that fwell'd his royal breaft. 
Scarce readi*d by thought, can't be by words expreft T 
Grief for himfclf ! for grief for Charles is vaiuj 
Who now begins a new triumphant reign. 
Welcomed by all kind fpirits and faints above. 
Who fee themfelves in him, and their own likenefs lore ! 

What godlike virtues muft that prince adorn, 
Who can (b pleafe, while fuch a prince we mourn ! 
Who elfe, but that great He, who now commands 
Til* united nation's voice, and hearts, and hands, 

Could 
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Could fo the love of a whole pec^e gain. 
After fo excellent a monarch's reiga ! 
Mean Virtues after Tyrants may fucceeii 
And pleafe ; but after Charles a James we need ! 
This, this is he, by whofe high a6iioas grac'd 
The prelent age contends with all the pad : 
Him heaven a pattern did for heroes form. 
Slow to advife. but eager to perform : 
In council calm» fierce as a (lorm in fight ! 
Danger his fport, and labour his delieht. 
To him the Hect and camp, the fea anaNfield* 
Do equal harvefts of bright glory yield J 
Who can forget, of royal blood how free. 
He did alTert the empire of the fea ? 
The Belgian fleet endeavoured, but in vain. 
The tempeft of his fury to Aiftam ; 
Shattered and t»m before his flag they fly 
Like doves, that the exalted eagle fpy 
Ready to ftoop and feize them from on high. 
He, Neptune-like (when from his watery bed 
Serene and calm he lifts his awful head. 
And fmiles, and to his chariot gives the rein). 
In triumph rides o*er the aiferted main ! 
Rejoicing crowds attend him on the £trand. 
Loud as the fea, and numerous as the (and; 
S« joy the many.* but the wifer few 
The godlike prince with filent wonder view : 
A joy, too great to be by voice expreft, 
£Aint%m each eye, and beats in every breafl; 
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ON THE DEATH OF K.CHARLES II. ii^ 
They faw him deftin^ for fomc greater day, 
And in his looks the omens read of his imperial fway ! . 
Nor do his civil virtues lefs appear. 
To perfeft the illuftrious charafter ; 
To merit juft, to needy virtue kind. 
True to his word, and faithful to his friend f 
What 's well rcfolv*d, as firmly he purfues ; 
Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chufe ! 
Honour was born, not planted in his heart; 
And virtue came by nature, not by art. 
Albion ! forget thy forrows, and adore 
That prince, who all the bleffings docs rcftore, 
That Charles, the faint, made thee enjoy before ! 
'Tis done^ with turrets crown'd, I fee her rife. 
And tears are wip'd for ever from her eyes I 

PROLOGUE 

TO N. L E E*S 
LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

LO N G has the tribe of poets on the ftagc 
Groan'd under perfecuting critics* rage. 
But with the found of railing and of rhyme. 
Like bees united by the tinkling chime. 
The little flinging infefls fwarm the more. 
Their buzzing greater than it was before. 
But, oh ! y£ leading voters of the Pit, 
That infe6t others with your too much wit, 

That 
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That well-affefled membar» do feduce. 
And with your imdioe poifon half the houft r 
Know, your iU-nianag*d aihitrary fway 
Shall be no more endurM, but end's this day. 
Rulers of abler conduft we will chufe. 
And more indulgent to s trembling Mufe ; 
Women, for ends of government more fit. 
Women fball rule the Boxes and the Pit* 
Give laws to Love^ and influence to Wis; 
Find me one man of fenfe in all your roll. 
Whom fome one woman has- not made a foof. 
£v*n buHnefs, that intolerable load 
Under which m^n (loes groan, and yet is proud. 
Much better they could manage would they pieafe;. 
'Tis not their want of wit, but love of eafe. 
For, fpite of art, more wit in them appears, 
Though we boaft ours, and they diflemble theirs i 
Wit once was ours, and (hot up for a whiir. 
Set {hallow in a hot and barren foil ; 
But when tranfplanted to a richer grounds 
Has in their E^en its perfection found. 
And 'tis but juft they fliould our wit invade, 
Whilft we fct up their painting patching trade j 
As for our courage, to our (hame 'tis known. 
As they can raife it, they can pull it down. 
j^ t their own weapons they our bullies awe, 
^]^ith ! let theflA make an anti*(alick law; 
r— ^fciibe to all Mankind, as well as Pkys, 
T^d -vfczx the breeches, as th^ wear the bays. 
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TO Tfi£ PEOPLE OF EKGLAlia 
A DETESTATION OF CIVIL WAR. 
FROM UORACEp EPOD. VII. 

OH ! whitfacr do jc rafh, and dies prepare 
To rouze again the {leeping war ? 
Has then ib little EngliOi blood been ^t 

On fea and land with equal guilt ? 
Kot that again we miglit our aons advance^ 

To dieck die iniblent pride of France ; 
Not diat once jnore we might in fetters bring 

An humble capdve Gallic king ? 
But, to the wiih of the infulting Gaul, 

That we by our own hands ihould fall, 
lior wolves nor lions bear £o fierce a mind ; 

They hurt not their own favage kind : 
Is it blind rage» or zeal, more blind and ibon^ 

Or guilty yet ibronger., drives you on ? 
Anfwer ; but none can anfwer.; mute and pale 

They ftand ; guilt does o'er words prevail : 
Tis fo : heaven's juftice threatens us from highf 

And a king's death from earth does cry ; 
E'er fince the martyr's innocent blood was ihedi 
-CJpon our fathers, and on ours^ and on our childrens* 
head. 

TO 
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TO MR. CREECH, 

On his TRANSLATION of LuCRBTIIfS,. 

WH AT to begin would have been madnefs thoag^i. 
Exceeds our praife when to perfe6)3on brought $ 
Who could believe Lucretius*^ lofty fodg 
Could have been reach'd by any modem tongue ? 
Of all the fuitors to immortal fame, 
That by tranilations fhove to raife a name. 
This was the teft, this the Ulyffcs* bow. 
Too tough by any to be bent but you. 
Cams himfelf of the hard taik complains. 
To fetter Grecian thoughts in Roman chains ; 
Mxich harder thine, in an unlearned tongue 
To hold in bonds, fo eafy yfet fo ftrong, 
The Greek philofophy and Latin fong^ 
If then he boafts that round his facred head 
Frefh garlands grow, and branching laurels fpread. 
Such as not all the mighty Nine before 
E*er gave, or any of their darlings wore ; 
What laurels fliould be thine, what crowns thy due, 
Wh?Lt garlands, mighty Poet, fliould be grac'd by you t 
^TJiough deep, though wondrous deep, his fenfe does 

flow, 
^ j^ihining flyle does all its riches fliow f 
^ /i^— ^r the ftrcam, that through it we defcry 
cfs^ /Mfight gems that at the bottom lie j 

Here 
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Here you the troublers of our peace remove^ 
Ignoble fear, and more ignoble love : 
Here we are taught how firft our race begani 
And by what fieps our fathers climb*d to man ; 
To man as now he is— with knowledge fiird 
In arts of peace and war, in manners ikill'd. 
Equal before to fellow-grazers of the field ! 
Nature's firft (late, which, well tranfpos'd andown'd 
(For owners in all ages have been found). 
Has made a ^ modem wft fo much renown'd. 
When thee we read, we find to be no more 
Than what was fung a thoufand years before. 

Thou only for this noble taik wert fit. 
To ibame thy age to a juft fenfe of wit. 
By ibewing how the learned Romans- writ. 
To teach fat heavy clowns to know their trade. 
And not turn wits, who were for porters made ; 
But quit falfe claims to the poetic rage, 
Fer iquibs and crackers, and a Smiihfield ibge. 
Had Providence e'er meant that, in defpight 
Of art and nature, fuch dull clods fhould write^ 
Bavius and Maevius had been fav'd by Fate 
For Settle and for Shad well to tranilate. 
As it fo many ages has for thee 
Preferv'd the mighty work that now we fee. 

* Hobbes. 
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<mB DUK£'5 poems. 
VIRGIL'S FIFTH ECLOGUE. 

T fi-E AJiG V U BV T, 

l^opfiis and Menalcas, two very expert (hepherds «t a 
fong, begin one by confent to the memory of Daph- 
nis, who is fuppofed by the befl critics to reprefent 
Julius Caefar. Mopfus laments his death ; Menalcas 

• proclaims his divinity. The whole Eclogue confin- 
ing of an Elegy, and an Apotheofis. 

MENAtCAS. 

MOPS us, fince chance does us together bring. 
And you fo well can pipe, and I canlingy 
Why fit we not beneath this fecret ihade. 
By elms and haeels mingling branches made > 

M o p s u s. 
Your age commands refpeft ; and I obey. 
Whether you in this lonely copfe will ftay, 
Where woftem winds the ^bending branches fhake^- 
And in their play the fliades uncertain make ; 
Or whether to -that filent cave you go, 
The better choice ! fee how the wild vines grow 
Luxuriant round, ^nd fee how wide they fpread,. 
And in the cave their purple clufters Ihed ! 

M E N A LC A S, 

Amyntas only dares contend with you* 

M O P S U S, 

Why not as well contend with Phoebus too ? 

, M £ N A L- 
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MENALCAS. 

Begin, begin ; whether the mournful flame 
Of dying Phillis, whether Alcon*s feme. 
Or Codrus' brawls, thy willing Mufe provoke ; 
Begin ; young Tityrus will tend the flock. 

M o p s u s. 
Yes, I 'U begin, and the fad fong repeat. 
That on the beech's bark I lately writ, 
And fet to fweeteft notes ; yes, I '11 begin. 
And after that, bid you, Arnyntas, flng. 

MENALCAS. 

As much as the moil humble ihrub that grows. 
Yields to the beauteous bluihes of the rofe, 
Or bending ofiers to the olive tree ; 
So much, I judge, Arnyntas yields to thee. 

M o p s u s. 
Shepherd, to this difcourfe here put an end. 
This is the cave ; fit, and my verfe attend. 

M o p s u s. 
When the fad fate of Daphnis reach'd their cars. 
The pitying nymphs dilTolv'd in pious tears. 
Witnefs, ye hazels, for ye heard their cries ,- 
Witnefs, ye floods, fwoln with their weeping eyes. 
The mournful mother (on his body caft) 
The fad remains of her cold fon embrac'd. 
And of th* unequal tyranny they us'd, 
The cruel gods and cruel ftars accusM. 
Then did no fwain mind how his flock did lhrive,i 
Nor thirfly herds to the cold river drive > 

JL The 
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The generous hoife turn'd from frefli ftrcams his hcad^ 

And on the fweeteft grafs refused to feed* 

Daphnisy thy death ev'n fierceft lions moum'd. 

And hijls and woods their cries and groans retum'd. 

Daphnis Armenian tigers' EerceneTs brok^y 

And brought them willing to the facred yoke : 

Daphnis to Ba/rchus' worfhip did ordain 

The revels of his confecrated train ; 

The reeling pricfts with vines and ivy crown'd. 

And their long fpears viith cluAer'd branches bounds 

As vines the elm, as grapes the vine adorn, 

As bulls the herd, as fields the ripen'd com ; 

Such grace, fuch ornament, wert thou to all 

That glory 'd to be thine : fince thy fad fall 

1^0 more Apollo his glad prefence yields. 

And Pales' felf forfakes her hated fields. 

Oft where the fineft barley we did few. 

Barren wild oats and hurtful darnel grow j 

And where foft violets did the vales adorn. 

The thiftlerifes, and the prickly thorn. 

Come, (hepherds, ftrow with flowers the hallow'd ground, 

The facred fountains with thick boughs furround ; 

Daphnis thefe rites requires r to Daphnis* praife. 

Shepherds, a tomb with this infcription raife ; 

" Here fam'd from earth to heaven I Daphnis lie j 

*' Fair was the flock I fed, but much more fair was I.'> 

MENALCAS. 

Such, divine Poet, to my ravifli'd ears 

Arc the fweet numbers of thy mournful vcrfe, 

As 
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As to tir*d fwains foft (lumbers on the grafs ; 
As frelheft fprings that through green meadows pais. 
To one that 's parch'd with thirft and fummer's heat^ 
In thee thy mailer does his equal meet : 
Whether your voice you try, or tune your recd^ 
Bleft Twain, 'tis you alone can him fucceed ! 
Yet, as I can, I in return will fing : 
I too thy Daphnis to the ftars will bring, 
I too thy Daphnis to the ftars, with you. 
Will raife, for Daphnis lovM Manalcas too. 

M o p 8 u s. 
Is there a thing that I could more defire > 
For neither can there be a fubjeft higher. 
Nor, if the praife of Stimichon be true. 
Can it be better fung than *tis by you ? 

M EN A»L CAS.* 

Daphnis now, wondering at the glorious fhow, -\ 
Through heaven's bright pavement docs triumphant I 

go, r 

And fees the moving clouds, and the fix'd ftars below: J . 
Therefore new joys make glad the woods, the plains, 
Pan and the Dryads, and the chearful fwains : 
The wolf no ambufh for the flock does lay. 
No cheating nets the harmlefs deer betray, 
Daphnis a general peace commands, and "Nature does | 

obey. 

Hark ! the glad mountains raife to heaven their voice ! 
Hark ! the hard rocks in myftic tunes rejoice ( 
Hark ! through the thickets wondrous fongs rcibund, 
A God I A God ! Menalcas, he is crowned 1 

K 2 Gbe 
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O be propitious ! O be go<)d to thine f 

Sec 1 here four hallow'd altars we dcfign. 

To Daphnls two, to Phoebus two we raife. 

To pay the yearly tribute of our praife : 

Sacred to thee, they each returning year 

Two bowls of milk and two of oil ihall bear : 

Feafts I '11 ordain, and to thy deathlefs praife 

Thy votaries' exalted thou^ts to raiie, 

Rich Chian wines ihall in full goblets flow. 

And give a tafte of Ne6hur here below. 

Damaetas fhall with Li£dan ^gon join. 

To celebrate with fbngs the rites divine. 

Alphifibaeus with a reeling gait 

Shall the wild Satyrs' dancing imitate. 

When to the nymphs we vows and oficrings pay. 

When we with folemn rites our fields furvey, 

Thefe honours ever ihall be thine ; the boar 

Shall in the fields and hills delight no more ; 

Ko more in flrcams the fiihy in flowers the bee. 

Ere, Daphnis, we forget our fongs to thee : 

Offerings to thee the ihepherds every year 

Shall, as to Bacchus and to Ceres, bear : 

To thee, as to thofe Gods, ihall vows be made. 

And vengeance wait on thoie by whom they are not paid. 

M o P s u s. 
What prefcnt worth thy verfe can Mopfus find ? 
Not the foft whifjiers of the Southern wind 
So much delight my ear, or charm my mind ; 
Not founding ihores beat by the murmuring tide. 
Nor rivers that through Aony vallics glide. 

MENALCAS 
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MENALCA8. 

Firft you this pipe ihall take ; and 'tis the fame 
That play'd poor Corydon's * unhappy flame : 
The fame that taught me Mclibaeus* f iheep. 

M o P s u 8. 
If ou then (hall for my fake this fheephook keep, 
Adorn'd with brafs, which I have oft deny'd 
To young Antigenes in his beauty's pride : 
And who could think he then in vain could fue ? 
Yet him I would deny, and freely give it you. 



TO M R. W A L L/.E R, 

UPON THE 

Copy of'Verfes made by himfelf on the kft 
Copy in his Book Jv 
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^T rHEN Ihame, for all my foolifli youth had writ, 
^ ^ Advis'd 'twas time the rhyming trade to quit, 
Time to grow wife, and be no more a wit--- 
The noble fire, that animates thy age. 
Once more inflam'd me with poetic rage. 
Kings, heroes, nymphs, the brave, the fair, the young. 
Have been the theme of thy immortal fong : 
A nobler argument at lall thy Mufe, 
Two things Divine, Thee and Hcrfclf, does chufc. 

* Virg. Ecl.ii. f Eel. iii. 

l Sec Waller's Poems. 
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Age, whofe dull weight makes vnlgar fpirits bend. 
Gives wings to thine, and bids it upwaiti teiid : 
No more confined, above the fbirry (kies. 
Out from the body's broken cage it flies. 
But, oh ! vouchfafe, not wholly to retire. 
To join with and compleat ih* etherial choir-l 
Still here remain ; flill on the threfhold ftand ^ 
Still at this diftance view the promised land ; 
Though thou may*ft feem, fo heavenly is thy fenie^ 
Kot going thither, but new come from thence. 

A SONG. 

I. 

AFTER the ficrceft pangs of hot defire. 
Between Panthea's rifing breads 
His bending bread Philander refts ; 
Though vanquilh'd, yet unknowing to retire : 
Clofe hugs the charmer, and aiham'd to yield. 
Though he has loft the day, yet keeps the field. 

II. 

When, with a figh, the fair Panthea faid. 

What pity /tis, ye gods, that all 

The nobleft warriors fooncft fall ! 
Then with a kifs fhe gently reared his head 5 
Arm*d him again to fight, for nobly (he 
More lov*d the combat than the victory. 

HI, Bat, 
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le cUrt that wounac- ;.c:, ^.. 
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with the fighs of unlace. 
» defpair, yo'jng Thyrfib : 

all Amyra's heaveajy cU 
0^ fes her in anorher'i, «: 
•n>c willaw'i root himfei; , 
I moft unhappy f.i-iir ^ 
tiK^ildwoodi he dut. .. 

II. 

' «*»ag'd, OThvrf.:, . 
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III. 
Riches and titles ? why fhould they prevail. 
Where duty, love, and adoration, fail ? 

Lovely Amyra, fhouldll thou prize 
The empty noife that a fine title makes ; 
Oc the vile trafli that with the vulgar takes. 

Before a heart that hleeds for thee, and dies } 
Uhkind ! but pity the poor i\vain 
Your rigour kills, nor triumph o*er the (lain. 



A SONG. 

I. 

Q EE what a conqueft love has made ! 
^ Beneath the myrtle's amorous ihade 
The charming fair Corinna lies 

All melting in dcfire. 
Quenching in tears thofe flowing eyes 

That fet the world on fire ! 
11. 
What cannot tears and beauty do ? 
The youth by chance flood by, and knew 
For whom thofe cryflal flrcams did flow ; 

And though he ne'er before 
To her eyes brighteft rays did bow. 

Weeps too, and does adore. 
III. 
So when the heavens ferene and clear. 
Gilded with gaudy light appear. 

Each 
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Each craggy rock» and every ftone^ 

Their native rigour keeps 
But when in rain the clouds fail down. 

The hardeft marble weeps. 



TO MR. HENRY DICKINSON, 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OF 

" Simon's Critical Hiftory of the Old Teftament.'* 

WH AT fenfelefs loads have ovcr-charg*d the prefs. 
Of French impertinence, in Engliih drefs ! 
How many dull tranilators every day 
Bring new fupplies of novel, farce, or play ! 
Like damn'd French penfioners, with foreign aid 
Their native land with nonfenfe to invade. 
Till we 're o*er-nm more with the wit of France, 
Her naufeous wit, than with her Protettants. 
But, Sir, this noble piece obligcth more 
Than all their trafli hath plagii'd the town before : 
With various learning, Knowledge, ftrcngth of thought^ 
Order and art, and folid judgement fraught ; 
^o lefs a piece than this could make amends 
"For all the trumpery France amongft us fends. 
Nor let ilUgrounded fuperftitious fear 
Fright any but the fools from reading here. 
The facred oracles may well endure 
Th* exa£le(l fcarch, of their o\\n truth fccurc } 

Though 
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Though ac this pitce fome noify zealots bawl. 

And to their aid a numerous fa£Uon call 

With flretch'd-out aims, as if the ark could hll ; 

Yet wifer heads will think (b firm it ftands^ 

That, were it ihook^ 'twould need no mortal hands. 
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TO M R. D R y D E:N, 
On his "^'Troilus and Cressida,'' .<679« 

AN D will our Matter Poet then admit 
A young beginner in the trade of wit. 
To bring a plain and ruttic Mufe, to wait 
On his in all her glorious pomp and fiate i 
Can an unknown, unheard-of, private name^ 
Add any luilre to ib bright a fame ? 
No ! fooner planets to the fun may giVe 
That light which they themfelves from hiih derive* 
Nor could my iickly fancy entertain 
A thought fo fooliih, or a pride fo vain. 
Buty as when kings through crowds in triumj^s go^ 
The meaneft wretch that gazes at the ihow. 
Though to that pomp his voice can add no more^ 
Than when we drops into the ocean pour^ 
Has leave his tongue in praifes to employ 
(Th* accepted language of ofiicious joy) : 
So I in loud applaufes may reveal 
To you, great King of Ycrfe, my loyal zeal. 

May 



TO MR. DRYD KK. 13* 
May tell with whtt ma)eftic grace and mien 
Your Mdfe di^ays faerielf in every fcen^ ; 
In what rich robei ihe has fair CrdEd dreft. 
And with what gentle fires inflam'd her brea((. 
How whentiiolb fading eyes her aid implor'd, 
She all their iparkling luftre has reflor'd, 
Added more ckarms, frefh beauties on them fhed^ 
And to new youth recall'd the lovely maid. 
How nobly (he the royal brothers draws ; 
How great their qm»rei^ and how great their canle! 
How juflly rals'd ! and by what juft degrees. 
In a iweet calm does the rough tempefl ceafe ! 
Envy not now *♦ tlie God -like Roman's ragej* 
He^or and Troilus, darlings of our age. 
Shall liand in hand with Brutus tread the ftage. 

Shakefpeare, 'tis true, this tale of Troy firft told,' 
But, as with Ennius Virgil did of old. 
Yon found k dirt, but you have made it gold. 
A dark and undigefted heap it lay, 
Like Chaos ere the dawn of infant day. 
But you did firft the chearful light difplay, 
Confus'd it was as Epicurus* world 
Of Atoms, by blind Chance together hurl-d. 
But you have made fuch order through it ftiinc 
As loudly fpeaks the workmanfhip divine. 

Boaft then, O Troy ! and triumph in thy flames. 
That make thee fung by three fuch mighty names. 
Had Ilium ftood, Homer had ne'er been read, 
Kor the fweet Mantuan fwan his wings difplay'd. 

Nor 
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Nor thouy the third, but equal in renown^' 
Thy matchlefs ikill in this great fubjed ihown# 
Not Priam's felf, nor ail the Trojan ftate. 
Was woith the faving at fo dear a rate. 
But they now flourifh, by you mi^ty three. 
In verfe more lading than their walls could be : 
Which never, never ihall like them decay. 
Being built by hands divine as well as they ; 
Never till, our great Charles being fung by you. 
Old Troy (hall grow lefs famous than the New. 

PARIS TO HELEN. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID'S EPISTLES. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Paris, having failed to Sparta for the obtaining of Helen, 
whom Venus had promifed him as the reward of his 
.adjudging the Prize of Beauty to her, was nobly there 
entertained by Mcnelaus, Helen's hulband ; but he, 
being called away to Crete, to take pofleffion of what 
was left him by his grand-father Atreus, commends 
his gueft to the care of his wife. In his abfence Paris 
courts her, and writes to her the following epillle. 

AL L health, fair nymph, thy Paris fends to thee, 
Though you, and only you, can give it me. 
Shall I then fpeak. ? or is it ncedlcfs grown 
To tell a paffion that itfelf has ihown ? 

\ Does 
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Docs not my love itfelf too open lay. 
And all I think in all I do betray ? 
If not, oh ! may it ftill in fecrct lie. 
Till Time with our kind wiflics ihall comply; 
Till all our joys may to us come iincere. 
Nor lofe their price by the allay of fear ! 
In vain I drive ; who can that fire conceal. 
Which does itfelf by its own light reveal > 
But, if you needs would hear my trembling tongue 
Speak what my a£^ions have declar'd (b long, 
I love ; you 've there the word that does impart 
The trueft meflage from my bleeding heart : 
Forgive me,. Madam, that I thus confcfs 
To you, my fair phyfician, my difeafc, 
And with fuch looks this fuppliant paper grace 
As beft become the beauties of that face. 
May that fmooth brow no angry wrinkle wear. 
But be your looks as kind as they are fair. 
Some pleafure 'tis to think thefe lines (hall find 
An entertainment at your hands fo kind. 
For this creates a hope, that I too may, 
RcceivM by you, as happy be as they. 
Ah ! may that hope be true ! nor I complain 
That Venus promised you to me in vain : 
For know, lefl you through ignorance offend 
The gods, 'tis heaven that mc does hither fend. 
None of the meaneft of the powers divine. 
That firfl infpir'd, ftill favours my defign. 
Great is the prize I feek, I muft confcls, 
But neither is my due or meriwlefs : 
4 Venus 
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Venus has promised ifhe would you aifign^ 
Fair as herfelf, to be for ever mine. 
Guided by her, my Troy 1 left for thcr, 
Nor fear?d the dangers of the faithlefs fea. 
She, with a kmd and an aufpicious gale, 
Drove the good Ihip, and ftnetch'd out every faif r 
For fhe, who fprung out of the teeming deep. 
Still o'er the main does her wide empire keep. 
Strll may ihe keep it 1 and as ihewith eafe 
Allays the wrath of the moft angry feas. 
So may fhe give my ftormy mind fome reft. 
And calm the raging tempcft of my breaft, 
And bring home all my fighs and all my vows 
To their wifii'd harbour and defir'd repofe ? 

Hither my flames I brought, not found them here f 
I my whole courfe by their kind light did ftecr : 
For I by no miftake or florm was toft 
Againft my will upon this happy coaft. 
Nor as a merchant did I plow the main 
To venture life, like fordid fools, for gain. 
No ; may the gods preferve my prefent ftore^ 
And only give me you to make it more ! 
Nor to admire the place came I fo far ; 
I have towns richer than your cities are. 
'Tis you I feek, to me from Venus due ; 
You were my wifh, before your charms I knew. 
Bright images of you my mind did draw, 
Long ere my eyes the lovely objeft faw. 
Nor wonder that, with the fwift-wingcd dart. 
At fuch a diftance you could wound my heart : 
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So. Fate ordainM ; and left you fight with Fate^ 
Hear and believe the truth I (ball relate. 

Now in my mother's womb ihut up I lay, 
Her fatal burthen longing for the day. 
When fhe in a myfterious dream was told, 
Her teeming womh a burning torch did hold ^ 
Frighted Ihe rifes, and her vifion (he 
To Priam tells, and to his prophets he ; 
They fing that I all Troy (hould fet on fire : 
But fure Fate meant the flames of my defire. 
For fear of this, among the fwains expos 'd, 
My native greatnefs every thing difclos'd. 
Beauty, and ftrength, and courage, join'd in one> 
Through all difguife, fpoke me a monarch's Ton. 
A place there is in Ida's thickeft grove, 
With oaks and fir-trees (haded all above, 
The grafs here grows untouch'd by bleating flocks, 
Or mountain goat, or the laborious ox. 
From hence Troy's towers, magnificence, and pride, 
Leaning againft an aged oak, I fpy'd. 
When ftraight methought I heard the trembling ground 
With the ftrange noife of trampling feet refound. 
In the fame inftant Jove's great melTenger, 
On all his wings borne through the yielding air. 
Lighting before my wondering eyes did (land. 
His golden rod (honfe in his facred hand : 
With him three charming gocldefTes there came, 
Juno, and Pallas, and the Cyprian dame. 
With an unufual fear I flood amaz'd. 
Till thus the god my fmking courage rais'd f 

' '' Fear 
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** Fear not ; thou art Jove's fubftitute below, 

** The prize of heavenly beauty to bellow j 

« Contending goddefles appeal to you, 

** Decide their ftrife." He fpake^ and up he flew; 

Then, bolder grown, I throw my fears away. 

And every one with curious eyes furvey : 

Each of them merited the viflory. 

And I their doubtful judge was griev'd to fee, 

That one muft have it, when defcrv'd by three. ^ 

But yet that one there was which moft prevailed. 

And with more powerful charms my heart aifail'd : 

Ah ! would you know who thus my breail could trnm 

Who could it be but the fair Queen of Love ? 

With mighty bribes they all for conqueft ftrive, 

Juno will empires, Pallas valour give, 

Whilft I ftand doubting which I ihould prefer. 

Empire's foft eafe, or glorious toils of War ; 

But Venus gently fmil'd, and thus fhc fpake ; 

** They 're dangerous gifts : O do not, do not take ? 

** I '11 make thee Love's immortal pleafures know, 

** And joys that in full tides for ever flow. 

** For, if you judge the conqueft to be mine, 

** Fair Leda's fairer daughter fhall be thine." 

She fpake j and I gave her the conqueft due. 

Both to her beauty, and her gift of you. 

Meanwhile (my angry ftars more gentle grown) 
I am acknowledg'd royal Priam's fon. 
All the glad court, all Troy does celebrate. 
With a new feftival, my change of fate. 

An 
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id as I now languifh and die for thee^ 
did the beauties of all Troy for me. 
u o'er a heart with fovereign power do reign j 
r which a thouiand virgins figh'd in vain : 
r did queens only fly to my embrace, 
t nyn^s of form divine, and heavenly race, 
11 their loves with cold difdsun repreft* 
cc hopes of you firft fir'dmy Jon^ng breafb. 
nr charming form all day my fancy drew, 
d when night-came, my dreams were all of you. 
lat pleafures then mull you yourfelf impart, 
lofe ihadows only fo furpriz'd my heart ! 
d x>h.\ how did I burn approaching nigher, 
at-was fo fcorch'd by fo remote a fire ! 
^or now no longer could my hopes refrain 
>m ieeking their wilh'd obje6l through the main, 
ell the ftately pine, and every tree 
at beft was fit to cut the yielding fea, 
ch'd from Gargarian hills, ,tall. firs 1 cleave, 
d Ida naked to the \^dnds I leave, 
f oaks I bend, and folid planks I form, 
d every fhip.with well-knit ribs I arm. 
the tail' mail I fails and dreamers join, 
id the gay poops with painted gods do fliine. 
t on my (hip does only Venus ftand 
ith little Cupid fmiling in her hand, 
lide of the way fhe did herfelf command, 
y Reet thus rigg'd, and all my thoughts on thee, 
ong to plow the vail ^gean fea j 

X My 
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My anxious parents my defireb withftand. 

And both with pious tears my ftay command. 

CaiTandra too, with loofc dilhcvcl'd hair, 

Juft as our hafty fhips to (ail prepare. 

Full of prophetic fury cries aloud, 

" O whither fleers my brother through the flood t 

*' Little, ah ! little doft thou know or heed 

*' To what a raging fire thefe waters lead !" 

True were her fears, and in my bread I feel 

The fcorching flames her fury did foretel. 

Yet out I fail, and, favour'd by the wind. 

On your bleft (hore my wi(h*d-for haven find ; 

Your hufband then, (p heaven, kind heaven ordains* 

In his own houfe his rival entertains, 

Sh^ws me whatever in Sparta does delight 

The curious traveler*8 enquiring fight : 

But I, who only longM to gaze on you, 

Could tafte no plcafure in the idle (hew. 

But at thy fight, oh ! where was then my heart ! 

Out from my breaft it gave a fudden ftart, 

Sprung forth and met half way the fatal dart. 

Such or lefs charming was the Queen of Love, 

When with her rival goddefles fhe ftrove. 

But, faircft, hadft thou come among the three, 

Ev'n (he the prize muft have refign'd to thee. 

Your beauty is the only theme of fame, 

And all the world founds with fair Helen's name : 

Nor lives there (he whom pride it(elf can raife 

To claim with you an equal (hare of praife. 

Do 
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Do I fpeak falle ? Rather Report does Co, 
Detraftrog from you in a praife too low. 
More here I find than that could ever tell, 
So much your beauty does your fame excel. 
Well then might Thcfeus, he who all things knew, 
Think none was worthy of his theft but you 5 
I this bold theft admire ; but wonder more 
He ever would fo dear a prize reftore : 
Ah ! would thefe hands have ever let you go >* 
Or could I live, and be divorc'd from you ? 
No ; fooner I with life itfelf could part, 
Than e'er fee you torn from my bleeding heart. 
But could I do as he, and give you back, 
Yet fure fome tafte of love I firft would take. 
Would firft, in all your blooming excellence 
And virgin fweets, feafl my luxurious fenfe ; 
Or if you would not let that treafure go, 
KifTes at leaft you (hould, you would bedoi^, 
And let me fmell the flower as it did growV 
Come then into my longing arms, and try 
My lading, fixM, eternal conftancy. 
Which never till my funeral pile ihall wafte ; 
My prefent fire ftiall mingle with my laft. 
Sceptres and crowns for you I did difdain» 
With which great Juno tempted me in vain. 
And when bright Pallas did her 
One foft embrace from you I did 
To courage, ftrength, and all the pomp < 
Nor (hall I ever think my choice was ill, 
My judgement 's ftfttled, and approves it flill. 
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€)o you but grant my hopes may prove as true. 
As they were plac'd above all things but you. 
I am^ as well as you, of heavenly race, 
Kor will my birth your mighty line diigrace* 
Pallas and Jove our noble lineage head. 
And them a race of god-like kings fucceed. 
All Afia's fceptres to my father bow. 
And half the fpacious Eaft his power allow. 
There you ihall fee the houfes roof 'd with gold^ 
And temples glorious as the gods they hold. 
Troy you fliall fee, and walls divine admir^ 
Built to the concert of Apollo's lyre. 
What need I the vaft flood of people tell. 
That over its wide banks does almoft fwell? 
You (hall gay troops of Phrygian matrons metty 
And Trojan wives fhining in every ftreet. 
How often then will you yourfelf confefs 
The emptinefs and poverty of Greece ! 
How often will you fay, one palace there 
Contains more wealth than do whole cities here ? 
I Ipeak not this, your Sparta to difgrace. 
For wherefoe'er your life began its race 
Muft be to me the happieft, dearefl place. 
Yet Sparta 's poor j and you, that Ihould be dreft 
In all the riches of the fhining Eaft, 
Should underfland how ill that fordid place 
Suits with the beauty of your charming face j 
That face with coftly drefs and rich attire 
'Should ihine.| and make the gazing world admire. 

Wheft 



1 



f$o t> U K E'6 PC E M 8. - 

I loath my food, when my tonnented eye 

Sees his rude hand in your {ok bofom lie, 

I burd with envy when I him behold 

Your tender limbs in his loofe robe infold. 

When he your lips with melting kifles feal'd^ 

Before my eyes 1 the large goblet held. 

When you with him in ftri6^ embraces clo(e> 

My hated meat to my dry*d palate grows. 

Oft have I figh'd, then figh'd again, to fee 

That figh with fcomful fmiks repaid by thee. 

Oft I with wine would quench my hot deiire 

In vain ; for fo I added Ere to Bre. 

Oft have I turn'd away my head in vain. 

You ftraight recallM my longing eyes again. 

What Ihall I do ? Your fpoits with grief I fee. 

But it 's a greater, not to look, on diee. 

With all my art I drive my flames to hide, 

But through the thin dilguife they are defcry'd, 

Too wdl, alas ! my wounds to you are known. 

And O that tlicy were fo to you alone ! 

How oft turn I my weeping eyes away, 

Left he the caufe fhould a(k, and I betray ! 

What tales of love tell I, when warm'd with wine^ 

To your dear face applying every line ! 

In bonow'd names I my own paflion fliew : 

They the feign'd lovers are, but I the true. 

Sometimes, more freedom in difcourfe to gain. 

For my cxcufe I drunkennefs would feign. 

Once I remember your loofe garment fell, 

And did your naked, fwclling brcafts reveal, 

6 Breads 
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Brcftfts white ai ihovtr, or the hlCc down of Jove, 
When to your mother the kind Swan made love : 
Whilft^ with the fight furpris'd> I gazing ftand, 
The cup I held dropt from my carelefs hand. 
If you your young Hermlooe hut kifs. 
Straight from her lips I fnatfih the envy*d hlifs. 
Someti^nes fupinely laid, love fongs I fing, 
And wafted kiifes from my fingers fling. 
Your women to my aid I try to move 
With all thfe powerful rhetorick of love 5 
But they, alas ! fpeak nothing but defpair, 
And in the midfl leave my ncgle6led prayer. 
Oh ! that by fome great prize you might be wop. 
And your pofleflion might the vi6lor crown^ 
As Pelops his Hippodamia won : 
Then had you feen what I for you had dpnp a 
But now I 've nothing left to do but pray, , 
And myfelf proftrate at your feet to lay. 
O thou, thy houfc's glory, brighter far 
Than thy two.lhining brothers' friendly ftap \ 

worthy of the bed of Heaven's great King, 
If aught fo fair but from himfelf could fpring t 
Either with thee I back to Troy will fly. 

Or here a wretched banifh'd lover die. 

With no flight wound my tender breaft does fmart, » 

My bones and marrow feel the piercing dart j 

1 find my filler true did prophefy, 

I with a heavenly dart fliould wounded die ; 
Defpife not tiien a love by heaven defign'd, 
So may the gods lUU to your vows be kind I 

L 4 Much 
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Much I could fay ; but what, will bed be knlr^'j* 
In your apartment, when we are alone* 
You bluih, and, with a fuperftitious dread. 
Fear to defile the (acred marriage bed : 
Ah ! Helen, can you then fo funple be. 
To think fuch beauty can from faults be free T 
Or change that face, or you muft needs be kind'^ 
Beauty and Virtue feldom have been join'd. 
Jove and bright Venus do our thefts approve. 
Such thefts as thefe gave you your father Jove; 
And if in you aught of your parents laft, 
Can Jove and Leda's daughter well be chafte ? 
Yet then be challe when we to Troy ihall go 
(For fhe who fins with one alone, is fo). 
But let us now enjoy that pleafing fin. 
Then marr)', and be innocent again. 
Ev*n your own hulBand doth the fame perfuade^- 
Silent himfelf, yet all his aftions plead : 
For roe they plead, and he, good man ! becauib 
He *11 fpoil no fport, officioufly withdraws. 
Had he no other time to vifit Crete ? 
Oh ! hew prodigious is a hufband's wit ! 
He went ; and, as he went, he cry*d, ** My dear, 
•* Infiead of me, you of your gueft take care !*' 
But you forger your lord's command, I fee, 
Nor take you any care of Love or Me. 
And think you fuch a thing as he does know 
The treafure that he holds in holding you ? 
No ; did he underftand but half your charms^ 
He duril not trufl them in a Granger's arms*^ 
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V neither his nor my requeft can move^ 
We 're forc'd by opportunity to love ; 
We (hould be fools,. ev'n greater fools than he, 
Shoulift ie iecure a time una^Hve be. 
Alone thefe tedious winter nights you lie 
In a cold widowed. bed, and fb do I. 
Let mutual joys our willing bodies join. 
That happy night fiiall the mid-day out-^fhin^ 
Tllcn will I fwear by all the powers above, 
And in Aeir awful prefcncc feal my love. 
Tlun, if my wi={hes may afpire fa high, 
I with our flight ihall win you to comply y 
But, if nice honour little fcruples frame, 
The force I '11 ufc ihall vindicate your fame.. 
Of Thefeus and your brothers I can learn> 
No precedents fo nearly you concern : 
You Thefeus, they Leucippus* daughter ftoFe ; 
I '11 be the fourth in the illuftrious roll. 
Well mannM, well arm'd, for you my fleet does ftayy 
And waiting winds murmur at our delay. 
Through Troy's throng*d ftreets you ftiall in triumph go^ 
Ador'd as feme n«w goddefs here below. 
Where'er you- tread, fpices and gums (haH fmoke. 
And viftims fall beneath the fatal ftroke. 
My father, mother, all the joyful court. 
All Troy, to you with prefents fliall refort, 
Alas ! *tis nothing what I yet have faid ; 
What there you *11 find, fliall what I write exceed*. 
Nor fear, left war purfiie our hafl:y flight,. 
And angry Greece ihould all her force unite* 

What 
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What ravifh'd maid did ever wars regain ? 

Vain the attempt, and fear of it as vain. 

The Thraciant Orithya ftole from for, 

Yet Thrace ne*er heaid the noife of fdlowing 

Jafbn too dole nway the Colcbian maid. 

Yet Colchos did not Thcffaly invade. 

He who ftole you, ftole Ariadne too, 

Yet Minpe did not with all Crete purfue. 

Fear in thcfe caies than the danger 's more, 

And, when th^ threatening tempeft once is o'er. 

Our ftiame 's then greater than our fear before. 

But fay from Greece a threaten'd war purfue, 

Know I have ftrength and wounding weapons too. 

In men and horfe more numerous than Greece 

Our empire is, nor in its compafs lefs. 

Nor does your huft)and Paris aught excel 

In generous courage, or in martial Ikill. 

Ev*n but a boy, from my flain foes I gain'd 

My ftolen herd, and a new name attained ; 

Ev*n then, overcome by me, I could produce 

Deiphobus and great Ilioneus. 

Nor hand to hand more to be fear'd am I, 

Than when from far my certain arrows fly. 

You for his youth can no fiich aftions feign, 

Nor can he e'er my envy'd (kill attain. 

But could he, Hedor 's your fccurity. 

And he alone an army is to nKi. 

You kjjow mc not, nor the hid prowefs find 

Of him that heaven has for your bed defign'd. 

Either 
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Either no war from Greece ibftll follow thee^ 
Or, if it does, ihali be repcird by me. 
Nor think I fear to fight for fuch a wife. 
That prize would ^ve the coward's courage life* 
All after-ages ftall your fame admire. 
If you alone iet the whole world on fire. 
To Tea, to Tea, while all the gods are kind. 
And all I promise, you in Troy fhall find. 



THE EPISTLE 

O F 

ACONTIUS TO CYDIPPE. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Acontius in the temple of Diana at Delos (famous 
for the refort of the moft beautiful virgins of all 
Greece) fell in love with Cydippe, a lady of quality 
much above his own ; not daring therefore to Court 
her openly,, he found this device to obtain her: he 
writes, upon the faireft apple that could be procured^ 
a couple of verfes to tliis effedt : 

** I fwear, by chaftc Diana, I will be 
** In facred wedlock ever joiir d to thee :*' 

and 
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and throws it at the feet of the young lady ; fEcj^ 
fufpefUng not the deceit, takes it up and read* it, 
and therein promifes herfelf in niarriage to Acondrus ; 
there being a law there in force, that whatever any 
perfon fliould fwear in the temple of Diana of Delos^ 
ihould (land good, and be inviolably obierved*: but 
her father, not knowing what had pad, and having 
not long after promifed her to another, juft as the 
folemnities of marriage were to be performed, (he 
was taken with a fudden and violent fever, which 
Acontius endeavours to perfuade her was fent from 
Diana, as a punifhment of the breach of the vow 
made in her prefence. And this, with the reft of the 
arguments which on fuch occafion would occur taa 
Tover, is the fubjeft of the following epillle. 



U E AD boldly this; here you fhall fwear no more, 

•*-^ For that *& enough which you have fworn before*. 

Read it j fo may that violent difeafe, 

Whrch thy dear body, but my foul doth feize. 

Forget its too-long praftis'd cruelty. 

And health to you reftore, and you to me,^ 

Why do y4ix blufh ? for blufh you do, I fear. 

As when you firft did in the temple fwear : 

Truth to your plighted faith is all I claim, 

And truth can never be the caufe of (hame : 

Shame lives with guilt ; but you your virtue prove 

In favouring mine^ for mine *s a huiband's love. 

Ah! 
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Ah ! to yonrielf thoie binding words repeat 
That once your wilhing eyes ev'n long'd to meet, 
When th* apple brought them dancing to your feet, 
There you will find the folemn vow you made, 
Which if your health or mine can aught perfwade^ 
You to perform fhould rather mindful he. 
Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 
My fears for you increafe with my defire. 
And Hope blows that already raging fire ; 
For hppe you gave, nor can you this deny. 
For the great Goddefs of the fane was by ; 
She -was, and heard, and from herhallow'd fhrine 
A Cudden kind aufpicious light did fhine : 
Her ftatue feem*d to nod its awful head. 
And give its glad confent to what you faid ; 
Now, if you pleafe, accufe my profperous cheat. 
Yet ftill confefs 'twas Love tliat taught me it : 
. In that deceit what did I el(e defign 
But with your own conlent to make you mine ? 
W4iat you my crime, I call my innocence, 
Since loving you has been my Ible offence. 
Nor Nature gave me, nor has pra£Hce taught. 
The nets with which young virgins' hearts are caught. 
You my accufer taught me toxleceive. 
And Love, with you, did his afliftance give j 
For Love flood by, and fmiling bad me write 
The running words he did himfelf indite : 
Again, you fee, I write by his command, 
Ht guides my pen, and rules my willing hand, 

Agaiat 
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Again fuch kind, fuch loving; words I fend. 

At makes me fear that I again offend : 

Yet, if my love 's my crime, I muft confefsy 

Great is my guilt, but never (hall be lefs. 

Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 

In finding out new pathtf to reach thy love ! 

A thoufand ways to that iteep mountain lead. 

Though hard to find, and difficult to tread. 

All thefe will I find out, and break through all, 

For which, my flames comparM, the danger's finall.^ 

The gods alone know what the end will be. 

Yet, if we mortals any thing forcfee, 

One way or other you muft yield to me. 

If all my arts fhould fail, to arms I *11 fly. 

And fnatch by force what you my prayers deny ! 

I all thofe heroes mighty a6^s applaud, 

Wlio firfl have led me this illuflrious road. 

I too— but hold, death the reward will be; 

Death be it then ! 
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For to lofc you is more than death to me. 

Were you Icfs fair, I'd ufe the vulgar way 
Of tedious courtlhip, and of dull delay. 
But thy bright form kindles more eager fires. 
And fomething wondrous as itfelf infpires; 
Thofe eyes that all the heavenly lights out-lhine, 
(Which, oh ! may'ft thou behold and love in mine !) 
Thofe fnowy arms, which on my neck fhould fall. 
If you the vows you made regard at all, 
That modcft fwectnefg and becoming grace, 
That paints with living red your bluihing face^ 

Thofe 



ACONTIUS TO CYDIPPE. 159 
Thofe feet, with which they only can compare, 
That through the filver flood bright Thetis bear : 
l>o all confpire my madnefs to excite. 
With all the reft that is deny'd to fight : 
Which could I praifc, alike I then were blcft. 
And all the ftorms of my vcx'd foul at reft : 
No wonder then if, with fuch beauty fir*d, 
I of your love the facred pledge defir*d. 
Rage now, and be as angry as you will. 
Your very frowns all otliers' fmiles excel ; 
But give roe leave that anger to appeafe. 
By my fubmiflion that my love did raile. 
Your pardon proftrate at your feet I '11 crave. 
The humble pofture of your guilty (lave. 
With falling tears your fiery rage I '11 cool. 
And lay the rifing tempeft of your foul. 
Why in my abfence are you thus fevere ? 
Summoned at your tribunal to appear 
For all my crimes, I 'd gladly fuflfcr there : 
With pride whatever you infli6l receive, 
And love the wounds thofe hands vouchfafe to give. 

Your fetters too but they, alas ! are vain. 

For Love has bound me, and I hug my chain : 
Your hardeft laws with patience I *11 obey. 
Till you yourfelf at laft relent, and fay. 
When all my fufferings you with pity fee, 
** He that can love fo well, is worthy me !" 
But, if all this fhould unfuccefsful prove, 
Diana claims for me your promis'd love. 

Oma/ 
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may my fear& be falfe ! yet ihe delights- 
In juft verenge of her abufed rites. 

1 dread to hide, what yet to fpeak 1 dread. 
Left you fhould think that for myfelf I plead; 
Yet out it muft :— 'Tis this, 'tis furely this, 
"That is the fuel to youi hot difeaie r 

When waitijag Hymen at your porch attends,. 
Her fatal meflenger the goddefs fends ; 
And when you would to his kind -call con&nt^ 
This fever does your perjury pre\'ent. 
Torbear, forbear, thus to provoke her rag^ 
Which you fo cafily may yet afluage : 
Torbear to make that lovely charming face 
The prey to every envious difeaie : 
preferve thofe looks .to be enjoy'd by me. 
Which none fhould ever but with wonder fee-: 
l*t that frefh colour to your cheeks return, 
Whofe glowing flame did all beholders burn : 
Btat let on him, th' unhappy caufe of all 
The ills that from Diana's anger fall. 
No greater torments light than thofe I feel, 
When you, my deareft, tendered part, are ill. 
For, Oh ! with what dire tortures am I rack'd. 
Whom different griefs fucceflively diftradi ! 
Sometimes my grief from this does higher grow. 
To think that I have causM fo much to you. 
Then, great Diana 's witnefs, how I pray 
That all our crimes on me alone Ihe'd lay ! 
Sometimes to your lov'd doors dilguis'd I come, 
^nd all around them up and down I roam i 

Till 
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[ your woman coming from you fpy, 
looks dcjc6ted,- and a weeping eye. 
filcnftcp^, like' fdme fad ghoft, f ftcal 
up to her, and urge her to reveal 
than^ew qucftions fuffcr her to tell r 
you had flept, what diet you had us'd ? 
oft the vain phyfician*s art accus'd. 
ery hour (oh, were I bleft as he !') 
all the turns of your diftelmper fee. 
fit not I by your bed -fide all day, 
tiournful head in your warm bofom lay, 
•vith my tears the inward fires decay ? 
preft not I your melting hand in mine, 
from your pulfe of my own health divine ? 
oh ! thefe wifhes all are vain ; and he 
n moft I fear, may now fit clofe by thee, 
ttful as thou art of heaven and me. 
at lov'd hand doth prefs, and oft doth feign 
new excufe to feel thy beating vein. 
. his bold hand up to your arm doth flide, 
in your panting bread itfclf docs hide j 
J fometimes he fnatches too from thee, 
is officious care too great a fee. 
er, who gave thee leave to tafle that lip, 
the ripe harveft of my kiflfes reap ? 
ley are mine, ib is that bofom too, 
:h, falfc as *tis, fhall never harbour you : 
, take away thofe thy adulterous hands, 
now, another lord that bread commands. 

M 'Tis 
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'Tis true, her father promis'd her to thee. 
But heaven and ihe firft gave herielf to me : 
And you in julUcc therefore ibould def(ii^> 
Your claim to that which is already miAc. * 
This is the man, Cydippe, that excites 
Diana's r&gp, to vindicate her rites. 
Command him then not to approach thy door j 
This done, the danger of your death is o*cr. 
For fear not, beauteous maid, but keep thy vow, 
"Which great Diana heard, and did allow. 
And ihe who took it, will thy health reftore. 
And be propitious as (he was before. 

" 'Tis not the fleam of a flain heifer's blood 
** That can allay the anger of a God : 
•* 'Tis ti-uth, and juftice to your vows, appeaie 
** Their angry deities ; and without thcfe 
** No flaughter'd beaft their fury can divert, 
•* For that's a facrifice without a heart." 

Some, bitter potions patiently endure, 
And kifs the wounding lance that works their cure j 
You have no need thefe cruel cures to feel. 
Shun being perjur'd only, and be well. 
Why let you ftill your pious parents weep. 
Whom you in ignorance of your promife keep ? 
Oh ! to your mother all our ftory tell, 
And the whole progrefs of our love reveal : 
Tell her how firft, at great Diana's fhrine, 
I fix'd my eyes, my wondering eyes, on thine : 
How like the I'tatues there I flood amaz'd, 
Wlulfl on thy face intempcratcly I gazM. 
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^ She will berfdfy when you my talc repeat, ' 
Smile, and approve the amorous deceit. 
Marry, flufc'lliky, whom heaven commends to thee. 
He, who has pleas'd Diana, pleafes me. 
But ihould fhe afk from what defccnt I came,. 
My country^ afcd my parents, and my name ; 
Tell her, Jttnt none of thefe deferve my fliame. 
Had you not fworn, you fuch a one might chufe ; 
But, were he wcyrfc, now fworn, you can't refufe. 
This in my dreams Diana bade me write. 
And when I wak*d, fent Cupid to indite. 
Obey them both, for one has wounded me. 
Which wound if you with eyes of pity fee, 
She too will ibon relent that wounded thee. 
Then to our joys with eager hafte we'll move> 
As full of beauty you, as I of love : 
To the greaf temple we '11 in triumph go. 
And vi'ith our offerings at the altar bow» * . 

A golden image there I '11 coniecrate, 
Of the falfe Apple's innocent deceit j 
And write below the happy verfe that came 
The meflcnger of my fuccefsful flame, 
** Let all the world this from Acontius knanv,. 
•* Cydippc has been faithful to her vow." 

More I could write ! but, fmce thy illnefs reigns^ 
And wracks thy tender limbs with (harpeft pains. 
My pen falls down for fear, left this might be, 
Although for me too little, yet too much for thcc. 
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JUVENAL, SAT, IV. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The Poet in this fatire firft brings in Cnfpinus, whom 
he had a lafh at in his firll fatire, and whom he pro- 
mifes here not to be forgetful of for the future. He 
expofes his monftrous prodigality and luxury} in 
giving the price of an eftate for a barbel : and from 
thence takes occafion to introduce the principal fub- 
)eft and tiue defign of this fatire, which is grounded 
•upon a ridiculous llory of a turbot prefented to Do- 
mitian, of lb vaft a bignefs, that all the Emperor's 
fcullcry had not a difh large enough to hold it : Upon 
which the fenate in all hade is fummoned, to ceniiilt 

■' in this exigency, what is fitteft to be done. The* 
Poet gives us a particular of the fenators* names, 
their diftinft chara6ters, and fpeechcs, and advice; 
and, after much and wife confultation, an expedient 
being found out and agreed upon, he difmilTcs the 
fenate, and concludes the fatire. 

/^NCE more Crifpinus call'd upon the ftage 

^^ (Nor fhall once more fuffice) provokes my ragej 

A monfter, to whom every vice lays claim, 

Without one virtue to redeem his fame. 

Feeble and fick, yet ftrong in luft alone, 

The rank adulterer preyi on all the town, 

AU but the wido^^s' naufeous charms go down. 

Wliat 
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What inaty ^n how (lately is the arch 
Wkere his tit'd mulci flow with their burden march ? 
What matter then how thick and long tboflhade 
Through which he is by fweating flaarjIfPTConvey'd ? 
How^nany acres near the city walls. 
Or ne\¥«built paltfcS) his own he calls ? 
No ill maw^s happy ; leaft of all is he 
■ Whofe ftudy'tis to corrupt chaftity ;if,, 
Th' iaceftuous brute, who the v«rd veftal maid 
But lately to his impious bed betray'd. 
Who for her crime, if laws their courfe might have. 
Ought to defcend alive into the grave *. 

But now of flighter faults j and yet the fame 
By others done, the cenfor's jufticc claiuk ' .. .-« 

For what good men ignoble count and mSe, • 
Is Wfttf here, and does Criipinus grace :' 
fEa tnis he '-s fafe, whatc'er we write of him. 
The perfon is more odious than the crime. 
And fo all fatire 's loft. The lavifli flave 
Six thoufand pieces f for a barbel gave : 
A fefterce for each pound it weigh' d, as they 
Gaveouf,' that hear great tjiings, but greater fay. 
If, by this bribe well plac'd, he would enfnare 
Some faplefs ufurer that wants an heir, 
Or if this prefent the fly courtier meant 
Should to fome punk of quality be fent^ 

* Crifpinus hadfeduced.^ vefbl vir^n j and, by the 
law of Numa, Ihould have been buried aliv€i» 
rt iRoman Scilertii. 

M3 That 
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That in her eafy cliair in (late does ridf ^ .^ 
The glafles all drawn up on every fide, 
I 'd praifc his cunning ; but cxpe6l not thi^. 
For his own gut he bought the (lately fi(k. 
Now even Apicius * frugal fcems, and pcor, .^^ 
, Outvy'd in luxury unknown befoxe. l 

Gave you, CrifpinuB, you this mighty fum ; . * 1 
You that, for want of other rags, did come V - 

In your pwn country paper wrapp'd, to Rome ? . J 
Do fcali^s and (ins bear price to this excefs > 
You might have bought the (iiherman for lefi. 
For fofs £>me provinces whole acres fell ; 
Nay, in Apulia f ,. if you bargain well, 
^ A manor would coft Ids than fuch a meal. ^ 

' "What think we then of this luxurious lord + ? '^/ % 
What banquets loaded that imperial board ? -41 # 
When, in one dilh, that, taken from the reft, » 

Hii conftant table would have hardly mifs'd. 
So many fcfterccs were fwallow'd down. 
To (lufFone fcailct-coated court buffoon. 
Whom Rome of all her knights now chiefeft greets^ 
Firom crying (linking fifh about her (Ireets. 

Begin, Calliope, but not to fmg: 
Plain, honeft truth we for our fubje£l bring, 

* Famous for gluttony, even to a proverb. See 
Dr. King's " Art of Cookery.'* 
f Where land Was remarkably cheap, 
X Domitian. 

Help 
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Help thcBy, ye youn^ Pierian maids, to tell 
A downright narrative of what befell. 
Afford me willingly tout &cred aids. 
Me that have call'd yoa young, me that have ftyl'd 
you maids. 
When he, with whom the Flavian race decayed ♦,! 
Th»groilning world with iron fceptre (way'd, 
When a bald Nero f reign'd, and fervile Rome obey'd* 
Where Venus' ihrine does fair Ancona grace, 
A tVLtbot taken, of prodigious fpace, 
Fill'd the extended net, not lefs than thoie 
That dull Maeotis does with ice inclofc) 
Tilly conquered by the fun's prevailing ray. 
It opens to the Pontic Sea their way ; ^ 

'And throws them out unweildy with their growth^^ ^ 
Fat. with long eafe, and a whole winter's floth : ^l^-^' 
The wife commander of the boat and lines, 9^ 

For our high-prieft J the ftatcly prey dcfigns { ^ 
For who that lordly fi(h durft fell or buy, 
So many fpics and court-informers nigh ? 
No fhore but of this vermin fwarms docs bear. 
Searchers of mud and fea-weed ! that would fwear 
The fiih had long in Caefar's ponds been fed. 
And from its lord undutifully fled ; 

♦ Domitian was the laft and worft of that family, 
f Domitian, from his cruelty, was called a fecond 
Nero; and, from his baldnefs, Calvus. 
I A title often aiTumed by the Emperors. 

M4 So, 
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So, juftly ought to be again reftor*d : 
Nay, if you credit fage Palphuriu^' *word, 
Or dare rely on Armillatm^* lkill» 
Whatever fifli the vulgar fry excel 
Belong to Caifar, wherefoe'er they fwim, 
By tlieir own worth contifcatcd to him. 

The boatman then ihall a wife prcfcnt make. 
And give the Blh before tlie feizers take. 

Now iickly Autumn to dry frofts gave way. 
Cold Winter rag'd, and frelh prcierv'd the prey | 
Yet with fuch hufte the bufy fiflics flew, 
As if a hot fouth-wind corruption blew : 
And now he rcach'd the lake, where what remaint 
. Of Alba ftill her ancient rites retains, 
^11 worfhips Vcfta, though an humbler way, 
'4lJJ<^JBets the hallow'd Trojan fire decay. 
^ The wondering crowd, that to ftrange fights rcforty 
ArtI thoak'd a while his paflage to thfc court, 
At length gives way j ope flies the palace-gate. 
The turbot enters in, without the Fathers f wait ; 
The boaiman ftnight does to Atrides prefs, 
And thus prcfbiits his fifh, and his addafs : 

AccLpr, dicad bii, this tribute from the main^ 
To gr.r.t for j.»iv;.tc kitchens to contain. 
To Nour ^ hd ^,c.;iu'; faciiF.ce this day, 
I/Ct common nitats rclpedfuliy give way. 

* Koth of confalar dcg*-ee, yc*: fpies and informers, 
^ ILc bwUdtc, or Patres CanfcriptU 

Haile 
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Hade to unload your-dbmachsy to receive 
This lurbot, that for you did only live. 
So long prefervM to be ino^rnal food. 
Glad of the net,* an4 to be taken proud. 

How fulfome this ! how grofs ! yet this takes well^ 
And the vain Prince with empty pride does fw^U. 
Nothing fo mondrous can be faid or fcign'd. 
But with belief and joy is entertained. 
When to his face the worthlefs wretch is prais'd, 
Whom vile court-flattery to a god has rais'd. 

But oh, hard fate ! tlie palace ilores no difh 
Afford, capacious of the mighty fifli. 
To lage debate are fummon'd all the peers. 
His truily and much-hated counfellors, 
In'whofe pale looks that ghaftly terror fat, 
That haunts the dangerous friendlhips of the greats 

The loud Libumian *, that the fenatc call'd, 
** Run, run ; he *s fer, he 's fet!" no fboner bawPJ}, 
But, with his robe fnatcht up in haftc, does come 
Pegafusf, bailiff of affrighted Rome. 
What more were praifefts then ? The bed he was, 
And faithfullcft expounder of the laws. 
Yet in ill times thought all things manag'd bcft. 
When Juftice exerCis'd her fword the Icalh 

Old Crifpus J next, plcafant though old, appears,. 
His wit nor humour yielding to Lis years. 

* The Roman criers were ufually of this country* 

+ A learned lawyer, and pntrect of Rome. 

J Who made ihc jcit on Domitian's killing flies. 

His 
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His temper mild, good -nature ^in'd with fenfe. 

And manners charming as his eloquence. 

Who fitter for a ufeful fricai than he, 

To the great Ruler of the earth and fea, 

If, as his thoughts were juft, his tongue were free ? 

If it were fafe to vent his generous mind 

To Rome's dire plague, and terror of mankind ; 

If cruel Power could foftening counfel bear. 

But what 's (b tender as a tyrant's ear ; 

With whom whoever, though a favourite, fpake. 

At every fentence fct his life at ftake, 

Though the difcourfe were of no weightier things. 

Than fultry fummcrs, or unhealthful (priolgB ? 

This well he knew, and therefore never tfy'd. 

With his weak arms to ftem the ftronger ti4e« 

Nor did all Rome, grown fpiritlefs, fupply 

A man that for bold truth durft bravely die. 

SOf fafe by wife complying filence, he 

Ev'n in that court did fourfcorc fummers fee. 

Next him Acilius, though his age the fame. 
With eager hafte to the grand council came : 
With him a youth, unworthy of the fate 
That did too near his growing virtues wait, 
Urg*d by the tyrant* s envy, fear, or hate, 
{But 'tis long fince old age began to be ^ 

In noble blood no lefs than prodigy, 
Whence 'tis I 'd rather be of giants* birth *, 
A pigmy brother to thofe fens of earth.) 

* Of an obfcure and unknown family. 

I Unhappy 
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Unhappy youth ! whom from his deftin'd end, 
^ No wcll-diflemblcd madncfs could defend j 

When naked in the Albaii theatre, 
*In Libyan Jicars he fixt his hunting (jDcar. 
Who fees not now through the Lord's thin difguift. 
That lajfi^ccm'd fool, to prove at laft more wife ? 
' . That ftale oourt trick is now too open laid : 
Who now admires the part old Brutus piay*d* ? 
Thofe honeft times might fwallow this pretence, ' ' 
When the King's beard was deeper dian his fenfe^ 

Next Rubrius camc» though not of noble nKe, 
With equal marks of terror in his face. 
PaW with ibt gnawing guilt and inward fhame 
Of afl old crime that is not fit to name. 
Worfei^fjOMn fcandal taking more delight. 
Than the ^le Pathick f thiit durft fatire«Fnte. 

Montanus* belly next, advancing flow 
Before the fweating ienator, did go. 

Cri^inus after, but much fwecter comes. 
Scented with coflly oils and Eaflcm gums. 
More than would ferve two funerals for perfumesi 

Then Pompey, none more ikiii'd in the court-game 
Of cutting throats with a fofc whifper, came. '' 

Next Fufcus J, he who mmy a peacrful day 
^|hr Dacian vulturs was referv'd a prey, * 

* In counterfeiting madnefs. 

f Nero, who charged his own crimes on Quintianus. 

i Cornelius Fuicusi who w«ts ilain in Dacia. 

Till 
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Till, haying fludyM war enough at home. 
He led abroad th' unhappy anns of Rome. 

Cunning Vejento next, and by his fide 
Bloody Catullus leaning on his guide. 
Decrepit, yet a furious lover he. 
And deeply fmit with charms he could not ioe^ 
A monftcr, tliat ev'n this worlt age out-vie«^ 
Confpicuous, and above the common fize. 
A blind bafe flatterer, from fome bridge or gate % 
Rais'd to a murdering minilter of llate, 
De(erviD§ Hill to beg upon the road, 
And blcfs each palling waggon and its load. 
None more admir'd the fifh i he in its praiie 
With zeal his voice, with zeal his hands did raife-^' 
But to the left all his fine things did fay^ ^ ^ 
Whilft on his- agiw: the unfeen turbot lay. 
So he the fam'd Cilician Fencer prais'd. 
And at each hit with wonder ll-em'd amaz'd : 
So did the fcincs and Itage machines admire. 
And boys tha. flew through canvas clouds in wire.. 

Nor came Vejento Ihort j but, as inlpir'.d 
By thee, Bdlona, by thy fury fir'd. 
Turns prophet. See the mighty omen, fee,. 
He cries, of fome iliuflrious vlct')ry !. 
Some.taptivc king thee his new lord ihall own j 
Or from his Britilh chari 
The proud Arviragus cumc i 



;c his new lord ihall own j ^ ' » 
ariot headloii:^ thiown L 

:umc tumL)li»ig down ! J 



* The common ftands for beggarsu. 
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The monflcr *8 foreign. Mark the pointed fpcars 
That from thy hand on (ps pierc'd back he wears ! 
"WTio nobler could, or plainer things prefage ? 
Yet one thing fcap'd him, the prophetic rage 
Shew*d not the turbot's country, nor its age. 

At length by Casfar the grand queftion *s put : 
My lordsy your judgement ; fhall the fifh be cut? 
Far be it, far from us, Montanns cries ; 
I^s^ not diflionour thus the noble prize ? 
.^^>ot of fineft earth, thin, deep, and wide, 
Some ikilful quick Prometheus muft provide. 
Clay and the forming wheel prepare with fpeed. 
But, Caefar, be it from henceforth decreed, 
That pottBTS on the royal progrefs wait, 
T' aflift in thefe emergencies of ftate. 

This counfel pleas'd j nor could it fail to take, 
So fit, fb worthy of the man that fpake. 
The ©Id^court riots he remember'd well ,• 
Could tales of Nero's midnight fuppcrs lell, 
. When: Falern wines the labouring lungs did fire. 
And to new dainties kindled falfe dcfire. 
In arts of eatinij^, none more early train'd. 
None in my time had equal (kill attain'd. 
He whether Circe's rock his oyfters borjc. 
Or Lucrine lake, or the Rutupian (hore. 
Knew at firft tafte, nay at firft fight could tell 
A crab or lobfter's country by its fhell. 

They rife ; and ftraight all, with refpeftful awe, 
At the word given, obfequioufly withdraw, 

VVnoni, 
6 
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Whom, full of eager hafte/fuiprizc, and fear. 

Our mighty prince had fummon'd to appear f ^ 

As if fome news he*d of the Catti tell, 

Or that the fierce SicambriaAs did rebel : 

At if cxprcflcs from all paits had come 

With frelh alarms threatening the fate of Rome* 

Wliat folly this ! But, oh ! that all the reft 
Of his dire reign had thus been fpcnt in jeft ; 
And all that time fucli trifles liad cmploy'd . 

In which fo many nobles he dcftroy'd ; ■ 

He fafe, they unrcvcng*d, to tlic difg: ace t^ 

Of the furviving, tame, Patrician race ! 
But, when he dreadful to the rabble grew. 
Him, whom fo many lords had flain they flew. 

DAMON AND ALEXIS,. 

DAMON. 

TELL me, Alexis, whence thed* forrows grow > 
From what hid fpring dathcfc fait torrents flow ? 
Why hangs the head of my affliflcd (xNiin j 
Like bending lilies ovcr-charg*d with rain ? 

ALEXIS. 

Ah, Damon, if what you already fee. 
Can move thy gentle breaft to pity me ; 
How would thy fighs with mine in concert join. 
How would thy tears fwell up the tide of mine > 
Couldft tliou but fee (but, oh, no light is tliere. 
But blackcft clouds of darkncfs and def^-^iir !) 

Couldf 
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Couldft thou but fee the torments that within 
Lie deeply lodg'd, and view the horrid fcene ! 
View all the wounds, and every fetal dart 
That flicks and rankles in my bleeding heart ! 
No more, ye fwains, Love's harm left anger fear. 
For he has empty'4 all iiis quiver here. 
Nor thou, kind D^mon, alk me why I grieve. 
But rather wonder, wonder tiiat I live. 

DAMON. 
■ Unhappy youth ! too well, alas ! I know 
The papgs deljpairing lovers undergo ! 
[ JmperfcB, ] 

/ CiELIA AND DORIN DA* 

TTTHEN fu-ft the young Alexis faw 
^ ^ Caelia to all the plain give kw, 
SThe haughty Cajlia, in whofe face 
Love dwelt with Fear, and Pride with Grace; 
When every fwain he faw fubmit 
To her commanding eyes and wit, 
How could th* ambitious youth aljpire 
To perilh by a nobler fire ? 
With all the power of verfe he llrovc 
The lovely fhepherdefs to move : 
Verfe, in which the Gods delight. 
That makes nymphs love, and heroes fight $ 
Verfe, tl^ once rul'd all the plain, 
Verfe, the willies of a fwain, 

Hovf 
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How oft has Thyrfis* pipe prevaii'dy 
Where Egon's flocks and herds have failed ? 
Fair Amaryllis, was thy mind 
Ever to Damon's wealth inclined ; 
Whilft Lycidas *s gentle breaft, 
With Love, and with a Mufe pdrefly 
Breath*d forth in verfe his foft defire. 
Kindling in thee his gentle fire ? 
[ Imperfe&, ) 

CiELIA'S SOLILO QJJ Y 

MI S TRE S S of all my fenfes can invite. 
Free as the air, and unconfin'd as light ; 
Qufeen of a thoufand flaves that fawn and bow. 
And, with lubmiffive fear, my power allow, 
Shoul I exchange this noble ftate of life 
To gain the vile detcfted name of Wife; 
Should I my native liberty betray, 
Call him my lord, who at my footftool lay ? 
No : thanks, kind heaven, that haft my foul employ 
With my groat fex's ufcful virtue, Pride. 
That generous pride, that noble juft difdain. 
That fcoms the Have that would prefume to reign* 
Let the raw amorous fcribbler of the times 
Call me his Caelia in infipid rhymes ; 
I hate and fcorn you all, proud that I am 
T' revenge «iy fex's injuries on man. 
Compar*d to all the plagues in marriage dwell. 
It were preferment to lead apes in hell. 

T 



[ «77 3 

TO SOME DISBANDED OFFICERS, 
UpOD the late Vote of the Houfe of Commoni • 
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TT AVE we for this fcrvM full nine hard campaigns ? 

•*■-*■ Is this die recompence for all our pains ? 

Have we to the remoteft parts been fent, 

Bravely exposed our lives, and fortunes (pent, 

Tp be tmdone at laid by Parliament ? 

Muft colonels and corporals now be equal made. 

And flaming fword tum'd pruning knife and ipade ? 

T — b, S — , F — , and thoufands more, 

Muft now return to what they were before. 

No more in glittering coaches fhall they ride, 

Kb more the feathers fhew the coxcombs' piide. 

For thee, poor ! my Mufe does kindly weep. 

To fee difbanded colonels grown fo cheap. 
So younger brothers with fat jointures fed. 
Go deipicable, once their widows dead. 
No ihip, by tempeft from her anchor torn, 
Is half fo loft a thing, and fo forlorn. 
On every ftall, in every broker's (hop. 
Hang up the plumes of the difmantled fop { 
Trophies like tfiefe we read not of in ftory, 
By other ways the Romans got their glory. 
But in this, as in all things, there 's a doom, 
Some die i* th' field, and others iiarve at home. 
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EPISTLE* 

T O 

R. o T w A y. • 

C'oro, how melancholy I am grown "j 
lou haft left this learned dirty town f, > 
lis dull letter be it known. J 

* comfort, under all this care, 
^ puns, and logic, and fmall bccr^ 
"^ dull as Shadwell's men of vyit, 
•^e that Settle ever writ : 

^ourt that wander up and down 

* to a race, from town to town, 
.^ but them I well can fpare, 

^ have no bufinefs there. 

^^^evcr there I knew, 
^^^ing tyewith ribbon blue i 
^ ^vcar, a fine gilt thing,. 
.^ ** "^^ng dangling by a ftrirfg j 
<>^^^^ t I to mind recal, 

-^-y rais'd by Windfbr wall). 
V ^ ^^ -^rt ; nay more,. 
^^ ^IF^Fourite before, 

^■- ^ ^Dtway*s Pbems, pnge 59. 
1^-^ ^'^^^ /7«: Cambridge. 
^"^'^^»^d^. DuicE* 

Xv' 3 Should 
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Should Veny fawn, I fliould not underftand her. 

Nor who committed inceft for Legander. 

Unpoliih'd thus, an arrant fcholar grown. 

What fhould I do but fit and coo alone, 

And thee, my abfent mate, for ever moan. 

Thus 'tis fometiities, and {ortow plays its part. 

Till other thoughts of thee revive my heart. 

For, whilft with wit, with wbmen, and with wine* 

Thy glad heart beats, and noble fece does (hine. 

Thy joys we at this diftance feel and know; 

Thou kindly wiftieft it with us were fo. 

Then thee we name J this heard, cries James, ForluiDy 

Leap up, thou Iparkling wine, and kifs the brim : 

CrciTcs attend the man who dares to flinch. 

Great as that man defer\'cs who drinks not Finch. 

But thefe are empty joys, without you two, 

Wc drink your names, alas ! but where are you ? 

My dear, whom I more cherifti in my bread 

Than by thy own foft Mufe can be expreft ; 

True to thy word, afford one vifit more, 

Elfe I fhall grow, from him thou lov*dft before, 

A greafy blockhead fellow in a gown, 

(Such as is. Sir, a coufin of your own ;) 

With my own hair, a band, and ten long nails. 

And wit that at a quibble never fails. 
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*^ THOMAM OTWAY. 
'^RUM noftrtmque decut, chariffime Tlioma, 



Accip^ Mumae melior pare, Otoaee, mcae j 
Avi,i?*** ^ritriftesad littoraCami 



'mic gcmitus ex imo pc6brc du£U, 



i%^ tJiihr*'' flevimu* a gremip, 
^X ^<^jj^ ^^^ gcmitus ex imo pi 
^^*^«ei ''^^^ ^acrymse quot cecidere genas 
s\V^j/^®'> & plurima teftis arundo, 
^^ i>v^^* P^gro trillior amne fluens. 
**»c.^ return Deus, & miferata dolores 
P^ulifp^r conftitit un4a meos. 
^^ -^^^^5^ ^ aymphae viridi circumlita mufco 
^litis, tuque, verende Deus, 
'^ abfentem ploramus amicum, 
^ .^ _.^^ ^^^e.^'yniis au6tior amnis cat. 
^ '^ ^^ nives, conftantibus ar6ti 

_ ^ert& fata vel ipfa fide ; 
^:^^^^^ ^8, ille & Martc leones 
^ ^^nioque Deas, 

^ "^^rites, & libera vini 
"^v^ ^ t matrc fonandus Amor* 
-^^ ^^ ^^^x>s aequare canendo 
<^'<^ ^^^ ^^^ Catullc, tuos. 
'^--^^^r fraena theatri, 
^, -^^^ ^perba pedc, 
^ ^ '*-^/'^Oj^^ontxa(ve tcnebras;, 
-^. ^ ^S;f^^hyJe magnc, tui, 
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H3EC ego, cum fpeftans labcntia flumina, vcrfus 
Vcnere in mentem, magnc porta tui. 

" Who for Preferments," &c. [fee p. 59, 1. lo.J 
*' Premia quis mentis ingrati expeftet ab AuU, 
Omnis ubi cxiguam captat flmul Aulicus efcam 
Gobio ? quis pifcis fapientior ilia iradofk 
Fulminis angufti coleret loca, pifciculorum 
Efurientem inter, trcpidantemque inter acervUra; 
Qui dum quifque micat, medicatam ut glutiat oiTa 
Trudunt, impellunt, tniduntur, & impelluntur; 
Ncc potius, latum gremio qua flumen aperto 
Invitat, totis pinnarum remigat alis, 
Et requiem, & mufcos virides, pulchramquc vocatili 
Ad libertatem prono delabitur alveo ?** 

Quos tibi pro tali pcrfolvam carmine grates, 

O animi interpres, magne Pocta, mei ! 
Nos ncquc folicitae Natura effinxit ad urbis 

OfHcia, aut fraudes. Aula doiofa, tuas : •/, 

Nos procul a cccno, & ftrcpitu, fumoque remototf <*. 
Cum Vcnere & Mulis myrtca fcena tegat ! ' • 

Nos paribus cantarc animis permittat Apollo 

Flammas meque tuas, tcque, Otoxe, mcas. 
Ergone me pemtus veftris haercre meduUis, 
Ergonc fmcerus me tibi junxit Amor ? 
Tu quoque, tu noftris habitas, mea vita, mcduUis^ 
Tequc mco aetcmus peftore figit Amor. 
In another Place. 
Qualia tu fcribis, vel qualia Carolus ille 
Nofter, amor Phcebi, Picridumque dccus# 

J C OIC 
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OEM 

BY THE 
EARL OP DORSET. 



TO MR. EDWARD HOWARD, 

O N H I S 

Incomparable, locomprebenfible Pobm, called 
The BRITISH PRINCESS. 

/^OME on, ye Critics, find one fault who dares; 

^^ For read it backward, like a witch's prayers, 

*T will do as well j throw not away your jefts 

On folid nonfenfe that abides all tefls. 

Wit, like tierce-claret, when *t begins to pall, 

Neglefted lies, and 's of do ufe at all. 

But, in its full perfe6tion of decay, 

Turns vinegar, and comes again in play. 

Thou haft a brain, fuch as it is indeed ; 

On what elfe fhouid thy worm of fancy feed > 

Yet 
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For thy dull fancy a muckinder is fit 

To wipe the flabbcrings of thy fnotty wit : 

And though 'tis late, if juftice could be found. 

Thy plays like blind-bom puppies ihould be dj^own'd. 

For were it not that we rerpe6l; aflbid 

Unto the Ton of an heroic lord, 

Thine in the ducking-ftool fhould take her ftat, 

Breft like herfelf in a great chair of ftate ; 

Where like a Mufe of quality ihe'd' die^ 

And thou thyfelf ihalt make her elegy, 

In the fame (train thou writ'fl thy connedy. 
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TO SIR THOMAS ST. SERF, 

ON THE 

Printing his Play called '* Tarugo*s Wiles," 
1668. 

nn A R U G O gave us wonder and delight, 
•*■ When he oblig'd the world by candle-fight : 
But now he *s vcntur'd on the face of day, 
T' oblige and ferve his friends a nobler way ; 
Make all our old men wits, ftatefmcn, the young : 
And teach ev*n Kngtifhmen the Englilh tongue. 

James, on whofc rcrgn all peaceful ftars did fmile. 
Did but attempt th* uniting of our iilc. 
What kings, and Nature, only could defign. 
Shall be accomplifli'd by this work of thine. 

For, 
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But Aire no zealous brother can deny ui 

Free leave with this our Monfieur Anania* x 

A man may fay, without being call'd an Athcti(f 

There are damn*d rogues among the French and Papift, 

That fix falvation to ibort band and hair. 

That belch and fnuffle to prolong a prayer i 

That ufe ** enjoy the Creature/' to expreit 

Plain whoring* glutton y, and drunkennefs % 

Andy in a decent way» perform them too 

As well, nay better far, perhaps, than you. 

Whofe flefhly failings are but fornication. 

We godly phrafe it ** gofpel-pn^gation/' 

}uft as rebellion was call'd reformation. 

Zeal ftands but fentry at the gate of fin, 

Whilfl all that have the word pafs freely in : 

Silent, and in the dark, for fear of fpies, 

Wc march, and take Damnation by furprize. 

There *s not a roaring blade in all this town 

jCan go fo far towards hell for half a crown 

As I for fix-j^ncc, for I know the way; 

For want of guides, men arc too apt to fh^y ! 

Therefore give ear to what I (hall advife, 

Let every marry M man that 's grave and wife 

Take a Tartuffe of known ability. 

To teach and to increafe his family ; 

Who ihail fo fettle lafting reformation, 

Firfl get his fon, then give him education. 
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Here's Mr. Matthew, our domcftic wit ♦, 

Docs promifc one o' tli' ten plays he lias writ : 

liut (ince great bribes weigh nothing with the juft. 

Know, wc have merits, and to them wetnift. 

When any falls, or holidays, defer 

The public labours of the theatre. 

We ride not forth, although the day be fair, 

On ambling tit, to take the fuburb air ; 

But with our authors meet, and fpend that time 

To make up quarrels between fenfe and rhyme, 

Wednefddys and Fridays conflantly wefate. 

Till after many a long and free debate, 

For diverfe weighty reafons *t was thought fit, 

Unruly fenfe ftiould ftill to rhyme fubmit : 

This, the mod wholfomc law we ever made. 

So ftriftly in his epilogue obey'd, 

Sure no man here will evec dare to break . 

[Enter Jonson's Ghoft.] 
Hold, and give way, for I myfclf will fpeak ; 
Can you encourage fo much infolencc. 
And add new faults ftill to the great offence, 
Your anceftors fo rafhly did commit, 
Againft the mighty powers of art and wit ? 
When they condemn'd thofc noble works of mine, 
Scjanus, and my bcft-lov'd Catiline. 
Repent, or on your guilty heads fliall fall 
The curfe of many a rhyming paftoral. 
The three bold Beauchamps Ihall revive again. 
And with the London 'prentice conquer Spain. 
♦ Matthew Mcdboum, an eminent adlor. 
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All the dull follies of the former age, 
Shall find applaufe on this corrupted ftage, 
But if yo\I pay the great arrears of praife. 
So longfince due to my much-injur*d plays. 
From all paft crimes I firft will fet you free. 
And then infpire fome one to write like me. 
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Written at Sea, in the firft Dutch War, 1665^ 
the Night before an Engagement. 

T. 

TO all you ladies now at land. 
We men, at fea, indite j 
But firft would have you underftand. 

How hard it is to write ; 
The Mufes now, and Neptune too, 
We muft implore to write to you, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

II. 

For though the Mwfes fliould prove kind, 

And fill our empty brain ; 
Yet if rough Neptune rouze the wind. 

To wave the azure main. 
Our paper, pen, and ink, and we, 
i\oll up and down our fhips at fea, 

O z III. Then 
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III. 
Then if we write not by each poft, 

Think not we are unkind j 
Nor yet conclude our (hips are loft. 

By Dutchmen, or by wind : 
Our tears we *11 fend a Ipeedier way, 
The'tide ihall bring them twice a-day. 

With a fa, &c. 

IV. 

The king, with wonder and furprifc, 

Will fwear the feas grow bold ; * ' 

Becaufe the tides will higher rife^ 

'than e*er they us'd of old : 
But let him know, it is our tears 
Bring floods of grief to Whitehall ftaii?s< • 

With a fa, .&c. 

V. 
Should foggy Opdam chance to know 

Our fad and difmal ftory ; 
The Dutch would fcorn fo weak a foe, 

And quit their fort at Gorce : 
For what refiftancc can they find 
From men who've left their hearts behind I 

With a fa, &c. 

VI. 
Let wind and weather do its worft, 

Be you to us but kind ; 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curfe. 

No forrow we Ihall find : 
'Tis then no matter how things go, 
%Or who *s our friend, or who 's our foe. 

With a fa, &c. IX. T 
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VII. 
To pafs our tedious hours away, a 

We throw a merry main ; 
Or elfe at ferious ombre play ;. . . 

But, why fliould we in vain 
Each other's ruin thus purfue ? 
We were undone when- we left you. 
With a fa, &c. 

VIII. 
But now our fears tempefluous grow. 

And caft our hopes away ;. ,-«^ 

Whilft you, regardlefs of our woe, .' / 

Sit carelefs at a play : 
.J'brhaps, permit fome happier man 
'To kils your hand,, or flirt your fan. 

With a fa, &c. 

IX. 

When any moUmful tune you hear. 

That dies in every note ; • 
As if it figh'd with each man's care, 

For being fo remote ; 
Think how often love we've made 
To you, when all thofe tunes were play'd. 

With ^ fa, &c. 

X. 
In juftice you cannot refufe, 

To think of our diftrefs ; 
When we for hopes of honour lofc 

Our certain hatppincfs ; 
All thofe dcfigns are but to prove 
Ourfelvres moju: worLiiy[of your love*. 
• With a fa, &c. 

O 3 XL And 
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XI. 
And now we've told you all our loves 

And likcwife all our fears j 
In hopes this declaration moves 

Some pity fh>m your tears 5 
Let *s hear of no inconftancy, 
We have too much of that at fea. 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

On the Counters of DOR CHEST 
Iftftrcfs to King J A M E S the Second, i ( 

I. 

' I 'ELL me, Dorinda, why fo gay, 
■*• Why (uch embroidery, fringe, and lac< 
Can any drefles find a way, 
To flop th* approaches of decay. 

And mend a ruin'd face ? 
IL 
Wilt thou fill! fparkle in the box, 

Stijl ogle in the ring ? 
Canft thou forget thy a: e and pox ? 
Can all that fhines on (hells and rocks 

Make thee a fine young thing > 
III. 
So have I feen in larder dark 

Of veal a kicid loin j 
Replete with many a brilliant fpark. 
As wife philofophers remark. 

At on€% ^th iUnk and ihine. 
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ON TrtE SAME, 

I. 
pROUD with the fpoils of joyal cully, 
■■• With falfe pretence to wit and parts, 
She fwaggers like a batter'd hlilly, 

To try the tempers of mens hearts. 
II. 
Though (he appear as glittering fine, 

As gem^, and jctts, and paint, canmake hcrj 
She ne'er can win a breaft like mine ; 

The devil and Sir David * take her. 

KNOTTING.' 

AT noon, in a funfhiny day, 
The brighter lady of the May, 
Young Chloris innocent and gay. 

Sat knotting in a (hade : 
^ach flender finger play'd its part, 
^ith fuch aftivity and art, 
As would inflame a youthful heart,. 

And warm the raofl decay 'd. 
Wer favourite fwain, by chance, came by^. 
"e faw no anger in her eye j 
^etwhen the bafliful boy drew nigh, 
^ She would have fecmM afraid. 

* Sir David. Colyear, late Eari cl" Portmore; 

O4. ,_ She 
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She let her ivory needle fall, 
And hurPd away the twifted ball : 
But ftraight gave Strephon fuch a call. 
As would have rais'd the dead. 

Dear gentle youth, is 't none but thee ? 
With innocence I dare be free ; 
By fo much truth and modefly 
No nymph was e'er betray'd. 

Come lean thy head upon my lap ; 
While thy fmooth cheeks I ftroke and clap. 
Thou may'ft fecurely take a nap ; 
Which he, ;poor fool, obey*d. 

She faw him yawn, and heard him fnorc. 
And found him faft afleep all o*er. 
She figh'd, and could endure no more. 
But ftarting up, fhe faid^ 

Such virtue fhall rewarded be : 
For this thy dull fidelity, 
I '11 truft you with my flocks, not me, 
Purfue thy grazing, trade j 

Go, milk thy goats, and fliear thy fhecp. 
And watch all night thy flocks to kccp^ 
Thou Ihalt no more be luU*d aflccp 
By me miilaken maid. 
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THE ANTIQUATED COQUET, 
A Satire on a Lady of Ireland *. 

PHYLLIS, if you will not agree. 
To give me back my liberty j 
In ipite of you, I muft regain 
My lofs of time, and break your chain. 
You were miftakcn, if you thought 
I was fo grofsly to be caught ^ 
Ov:that I was Co blindly bred, 
A» not to be in woman read. 
Perhaps you took me for a fool, 
Deiign*d alone your fex's tool ; 
l^ay, you might think fo mad a thing, 
'i'hit, with a little fafliioning, 
I might in time, ior your dear fake. 
That monftcr call'd a hulband make c 
f erhaps I might, had I not found. 
One darling vice in you abound ; 
A vice to me, which e'er will prove. 
An antidote to banilh love. 
O ! I could better bear an old. 
Ugly, difeas'd, mif-fliapen fcold. 
Or one who games, or will be drunk, 
A fool, a fpendthrift, bawd, or punk^ 
Than one at all who wildly flies, 
And, with foft, alking, giving eyes, 

* Suppofcd fio be of the name of Clanbrazil. 

And 
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And thoufand otherwanton arts. 

So meanly trades in begging hearts* ^ 

How might iuch wondrous charms perplex^. 

Give chain 9) or death, to all Our fex^ 

Did ihe not fo un^^ifely fet, 

For every fluttering fool her net ! 

So poorly proud of vulgar praife, 

lier very look her thoughts betrays ; 

She never ftays tilj we^egin. 

But beckons us herfeff to- fin. 

Er6 we can alk, (he cries con fen t. 

So quick her yielding looks are fent^ 

They hope foreftal, and ev*n defire prevent* 

But Nature's tum'd when. women woo, 

We hate in them what we fhould do ; 

Defire *s afleep, and cannot wake, 

When women fuch advances make : • 

Both time and charms thus Phyllis- waftes. 

Since each muft furfeit ere he taftes. 

Nothing cfcapes her wandering eyes. 

No one (he thinks too mean a prize ; 

Ev'n Lynch*, the lag of humankind, 

Neareft to brutes by God defign'd. 

May boaft the frailes of this coquet. 

As much as any man of wit» 

The figns hang thinner in- the Strand, 

The Dutch fcarce more infeft the land. 

Though Egypt's locufts they outvie. 

In number and voracity. 

* A notonQUS debauchee^ 
I Whores 

1 
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Whores are not half fo plenty found. 
In play-houfe, or that hallowM ground 
Of Temple- Walks, or Whetftonc's Park j 
CareiTcs Icfs abound in Spark ^. 
Tlien with kind looks for all who come, . 
At bawdy-houfc, the Drawing-room : 
But all in vain fhe throws her darts, 
They hit, but cannot hurt our hearts : 
Age has enerv'd her charms fo much 
That fearlefs all her eyes approach ; 
Each her autumnal face degrades. 
With " Reverend Mother of the Maids !** 
But 'tis iil-natur*d to run on, 
Forgetting what her. charms have done ; 
To Teagueland we this beauty owe, 
Teagueland her earlieft charms did know : 
There firft her tyrant beauties rcign'd j 
Where'er fhe look'd, fheconqucft gain'd. 
No heart the glances could repel, 
The Teagues in fhoals before her fell ; 
And trotting bogs was all the art, 
The found had J eft to fave his heart. 
She kill'd fo faft, by my falvation. 
She near difpeopled half the nation : 
Though (he, good foul, to fave took care 
All, all (he could from fad d';^pair. 
From thence ihe hither came to prove 
If yet her charms could kindle love : 

* Elizabeth Spark, a noted courtezan. 

But 
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But, ah ! it was too late to try. 
For Spring was gone, and Wintcc nigh : 
Yet though h?r eyes fuch conquefts made. 
That they were ihunn*d, or elfe obcy'd. 
Yet now her pharms are fo decay'd. 
She thanks each coxcomb that will deign 
To praife her face, and wear her chain. 

So fome old foldier, wha had done 
Wonders in youth, and battles won. 
When feeble years his ftrength depole^ 
That he too weak to vanquilh grows. 
With mangled face' and wooden leg,. 
Reduc'd about for alms to beg, 
0'erjoy*d, a thoufand thanks beftows-' 
On him who but a farthing throws. 

SONG 

ToChloris, from the '* Blind Archef 

' I. 

AH ! Chloris, 'tfs time to difarm your bright e) 
And lay by thofe terrible glances j 
We live in an age that 's more civil and wife 
Than to follow the rules of romances. 
II. 
When once your round bubbies begin but to pout,. 
They '11 allow you no long time of courting ; ' 
And you'll find it a very hard talk to hold out ; 
For all maideos sQre mortal at fouiteen. 
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I. 

METHINXS the poor town has been troubled to6 
long, 
With Phyllis and Chloris in every fong, 
By jkiolsf who at once can both love and dcfparr. 
And will never leave calling them cruel and fair j 
Which juftly provokes mc in rhyme to exprefs 
The truth that I know of bonny Black Befs. 
II. 
This Befs of my heart, this Befs of my foul, 
Has a (kin white as milk, and hair black as a coal^; 
She 's plump, yet with eafe you may fpan round Hcrwaift, 
But her round fwelling thighs can fcarce be embrac'd : 
Her belly is foft, not a word of the reft ; 
But I know what I think, when I drink to the bed. 
HI. 
The plowman and 'fquire, the arranter clown,. 
At home Ihe fubdued in her paragon gown ; 
But now Ihe adorns both the boxes and pit, 
And the proudell town gallants are forc'd to fubmit ; 
All hearts fall a-leaping wherever fhe comes, 
And beat day and night, like my Lord Craven's drums. 
IV. 
I dare not pennit her to come to Whitehall, 
For lhe*d out-fhine the ladies, paint, jewels, and all : 
If a lord (hould but whilper his love in the crowd. 
She 'd fell him a bargain, and laugh out aloud : 

6 Then 
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Then the Queen, over-hearing what Betty did fay. 
Would fend Mr. Roper to take her away. 
V. 
But to thofe that have had my dear Befs in their arms 
She's gentle, and knows how to foften her charms | 
And to every beauty can add a new grace. 
Having learned how to Hfp, and to trip in her pace ; 
And with head on one fide, and a languiihing eye. 
To kill us by looking as if (he would die* 

s o N G. 



MAY the ambitious ever find 
Succefs in crowds and noife. 
While gentle love does fill ray mind 
With filent real joys ! 
II. 
May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 

And the world think them wife. 
While I lie dying at her feet. 
And all the world defpife. 
III. 
Let conquering kings new triumphs raife. 

And melt in Court delights; 

Her eyes can give much brighter days. 

Her arms much fofter nights^. 
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A FRENCH SONG PARAPHRASED. 

IK gray-hair'd Caelia's wither'd arms 
As mighty Lewis lay, 
She cry'd, If I have any charms. 
My deareft, let 's away. 

For you, my Love, is all my fear f 

Hark ! how the drums do rattle ! 
Alas, SirJ what fhouid you do here 

In dreadful day of battle > 

. Let little Orange (lay and fight, 

For danger 's his diverfion ; 
The wife will think you in the right. 
Not to expofe your perfen : 

Nor vex your thoughts how to repair 

The ruins of your glory j 
You ought to leave fo mean a care 
* To thofe who pen your flory. 

Are not Boileau and Corneille paid 

For panegyric writing? 
They know how heroes may be made. 

Without the help of fighting. 

When foes too faucily approach, 

*Tis beft to leave them fairly «: 
Put fix good horfcs to your coach, 

-And carry me to Marly. 

t Let 



io8 D O R S ]i X' S .P O E M S». 

Let Bouflersy to fecuve your fame, 
,^ , Go take feme town or buy it ; 
*' ^WWHf you, great Sir, at Ndcredame;. " " 
Te Deum fing in quiet. 



N .C^' 



T>HTLLISy^.iiie fia'ucft of Lov€*s {bev. 
"^ Though fieeeer than a dragon, 
Phyllis, that fconi*4 the powder'd beauii^.^ 

What has (he now to brag on } ^ « . 

So long ihe kept her legs fo cloie. 

Till they had (carce a rag on. 

Cmnpeird through want, this wretcbed maid*- 

Did fiid complaints begin ; 
Which furly Strephon hearing, faid. 

It was both fhame and fin. 
To pity fuch a lazy jade, 

As will neither play nor fpin. 



S O N G.. 

■pV O R I N t) A' s fparkHng wit and eyes, 
•**^ United, call too fierce a light, 
Which blazes high,, but quickly dies. 
Fains not the heart, but hurts the fight. 



I-ov^ 



A SONG. 405 

Love is a calmer, gentler joy, 

Smooth are his looks, axid foft his jpecc ; 

Her Cupid is a black-guard bey, 
That runs his link full in your face. 

§. O N G. 

SY LVI A, methinks you arc unfit 
For your great lord's embrace ; 
For though we all allow you wit, 
We can't a handfomc face. 

Then wl^rc *s the pleafurc, where 's the good. 

Of fpcnding time and coll ? 
For if your wit ben't undcrftood. 

Your Jkeepcr's blifs is loft. .- 

SONG. 



"pHYLLlS, for .(hame let us improve 

A thoufand different way»> 
Thofe few (hort monocnts fnatch'd by love. 
From many tedious days. 
II. 
If you want courage to dcfpife 

The cenfure of the grav^, 
Though Love's a tyrant m your cycs^ 
Your heart is but a Have. 

* P III. My 
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lit •■* ■ - ;■ ■ '-''^ 

My love \% Itil^ noble pK^e, 

Nor caD it e'erfubmiv '^r 
To let tliat fop/ Difcretioii, ride 

In triumph over it. 

.IV. 
Falie fridiql^I have, at well as you, ^ 

Who daily couniel me . . - V 

Faroe and Ambition to purfue. 

And leave oflf loving thee. 

V. / . ■ . -;.' 

But when the lead regard I fhew j^ 

To fo6h who diuft a^frile, 1^ jb ' 

May I be dull enough to grow 

Mq^ miferably wife 1 • 

ry •" , ■ ■• '' 

S O N G. 

I, ^ 

|^6rYDON beneath a willow, 
^^ By a murmuring current laid, . 
His arm reclined, the lover's pillow. 
Thus addcefs'd the charming maid. 

xt 

O ! my SacharilTa, tell 

How could Nature take delight. 
That a heart fo hard (hould dwell 

In a frame fo fbft and v^te. 



i:: 
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A SO N G* 

in. . , . . 

3 yott feel but half the anguiih. 
If the torturei that I bear, 
for yoa I daily latiguiih, ' 
»i»^d be^und as you are fair, 

IV. 
:he fire that in me reigns, 

l^l^ld a burning man i 
k I'feel my dying pains, 
id be cruel if you can. 



tit 



i her conqueft pleased, the clamt 
y*d, with an infulting look, 
I fain would quench your flame ; 
e fpokci and pointed to the brook. 
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P O " E M S 

B Y T H E 
EARL OF HALIFAX, 

+♦••-+++++ -I +++4 +++++++++4 +++++++++ •»-»-++-f++-M'+4-+++ 

. ONTHE DEATH OF 
His Moil Sacred M^jeily King CHARLES II. 

( 

T^ AREWEF,, great Charles, monarch of bleft renown, 
'*- The bed good man that ever fill'd-a throne ; 
Whom Nature as lier higheft pattern wrought. 
And mix'd both fexes virtues in one draught ;• 
Wifdom for councils, bravery in war, 
With'kilthe mild good-nature of the fair. 
The woman's fweernefs, temper'd manly virit,, 
And loving power, did crown'd with mcckncfs fitj 
Mis awful ptrlbn reverence cnga<^'dy 
\yith itiild addrcfb and tenderncrs ailwag'd : 
"* t/lc almighty gracious King above, 
* ^^oth. command our fear, and wiu our love. 

P 4 With 
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With wonders born, by miracles prefcrv'd^ 
A heavenly Ho(^ the infant*s cradle ferv'd,: 
Ato^ men his healing empirli^ onxn rtatSt^ f 

When fun with ftars, and day with hight agreed. 
His youth for valorous patience was renown'd; 
Like David, perfecuted firft, then drown*d : 
Lov*d in all courts, admir'd where'er he came. 
At once our nation's glory, and its (hame : 
They bleft the ifte where (bch great fpirits dwell, 
Abhorred the men, that could fuch worth expel. 
To {pare our lives, he meekly did defeat 
Thofe &auls, whom wand 'ring aifes made (b great ; 
Waiting till heaven's eleftion Ihould be ihown, 
And the Almighty fliould his un£lion Gft(rn. 

And pwn he did his powerful arm di(playM ; 

And Tfrael, the belov'd of God, obey'd ; 
Call'd by his people*s tears, he came, he cas'd 
The groaning nation, the black ftorms appeas'd. 
Did greater bleflings, than he took, afford ; 
England itfclf was more, than he, reftor'd. 
Unhappy Albion, by ftrange ills opprefs'd. 
In various fevers toft, could find no reft ; 
Quite fpent and weary'd, to his arms (he fled. 
And refted on his Ihoulders her fair bending head. 

In conquefts mild, he came from exile kind j 
No climes, no provocations, chang'd his mind '; 
No malice Ihcw'd, no hate, revenge, or pride. 
But rul'd as meekly, as his father dy'df : 

Eas'd us from endlefswars, made difconds ceafc, . 
Reftor'd to quiet^ and mahitain*d in peact« 

A^miffhr 



ON THE XXEATH OF CHARLES 11. ti? 
i mighty (bfics of new tine began^ 
.nd rolling yearl m joyful circles ran. 
henwealth the city, bufine(« ftll'd the port, 
'o mirth our tum'slts tum'd, our wars to fport s 
hen learning flouriih'dy bloomhig arts did fyring« 
nd the glad Mufes prun'd their drooping wing : 
hen di^oiir flying towers improvement know^ 
Hao now command as far as winds can blo>v ; 
^ith canvafs wings round all the globe they fly, 
ndy built by Charleses art, all ftorms defy ; 
every coaft with ready fails are hurPd, 
11 us with wealth, and with our fame the world; 
om whofe diftra6tions leas do us divide ; 
leir rich6»'faere tn floating caftles ride, 
e reap the fwarthy Indian's fweat and toil t 
leir fruit, without the mifchiefs of their foil. 
!re in cool ihades their gold and pearls receive, 
ee from the heat which does their luftre give. 
Perfian filks, eat Eaflern fpice ; fecure 
3m burning fluxes, and their calenture : 
ider our vines, upon the peaceful ihore, 
e fee all Europe toaft, hear tcmpefts roar t 
pine, (word, wars, and famine, rage abroad, 
hile Charles their hoft, like Jore from Ida,> aw'd| 
from our foes, and firom ourielves did fhieid, 
r towns from tumults, and from arms the field ; 
r when bold Fa£Vion goodnefs could dii'dain, 
willingly he U8*d a ftraiter rein : 
the Hill gentle voice he lov'd to fpcak, 
t could with thunder hardened rebels break. 
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Yet though they wak'd the laws^ his feeBderlniiid 
Was undiiiurb'd, in wrath feverely kind $ 
Tempting hffrpo««r, and urging to alTuimi 
Thus }ove in love did Semele confume. • 
As the ftout oak, whett round bis Crunk the vine 
Does in foft wreaths and amorous foldings twine, 
£afy and Aight aj^iears ; the winds from far 
Summon their noi-fy forces t» the war : 
But tho.uglh fo gentle feems his outward fonn» 
His hidden ilrenth ^ut^braves the loudefl fidrm : 
Firmer he flands, and boldly keeps the Aeld, . 
Shewing ftput minds, when unprovQk'd, are mild.. 
So when the gpod man made tlft crowd prefume,. 
He fhew'd himfclfy and did the king alTuoi^ : 
For goodnefs in excefs may be a fm,. 
Juftice rauft tame, whom mercy cannot win. 
Thus winter fixes the unliable lea, 
A nd teaches rcftlefs water conflancy. 
Which under the warm influence of bright days,. 
The fickle motion of each blaft obeys» 
To bridle fa6lions, ftop rebellion's courfe^ 
By eafy methods, vanquifh without force ; 
Relieve the good, bold flubborn foes fubdue^ 
Mildnefs in wrath, meeknefs in^ anger fhew. 
Were arts great Charles's prudence only knew. 
To fright the bad, thus awful thunder roils, 
While the bright bow fecures the faithful fouls. 
Such is thy glory, Charles, thy lafting name, "» 
Bi ightcr than our proud neighbour's guilty fame ; 

^ 



ON'*rHE DEATH OF CHARLES H. i^f 
More noble than tfce fpoils tfat battles yieW, 
Or all the empty triumphs of the field, 
'^s lefs to conquer, than to make war ceafe. 
And without fighting, awe the world to peace : 
Fdar proudeft triumfphs from contempt arife ; 
The vanquiih'd firft the conqueror's arms defpiie r 
Won enfigns are the gaudy marks of fcom, 
They brave the vi£^or firft, and then adorn. 
But peaceful monarchs reign like gods : while none 
Difpute, all love, blefs, reverence their throne. 
Tigers and bears, with all the iavage hoft. 
May boldnefs, ftrength, and daring conqueft boaft ; 
But the fweet pailions.of a generous mind 
Are* the prerogative of human-kind-; 
The god-like image, on our clay imprcft, ' x 

'Hio darling attribute which heaven loves bcft ; 
In Charles fo good a man and king, we fee 
A double image of the deity. 
Oh ! had he more refembled it ! Oh, why 
Was he not ftill more like, and could not die > 
Now do our thoughts alone enjoy his name, 
And faint ideas of our blefling frame ! 
In Thames, the Ocean's darling, England's pride. 
The pleafing emblem of his reign does glide : 
Thames the fupport and glory of our ifle. 
Richer than Tagus, or -Egyptian Nile : 
Though no rich fand in him, no pearls are found, 
Yet fields rejoice, his meadows laugh around ; 
Lefs wealth his bofom holds, lefs guilty ftores. 
For he exhaufl^ himfelf| t'enrich the jQioret. 

Mild 
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Mild and femye Um ptacrful ciincBt iifmt, 

No angry foam» qo ragiog futges kjMsws i ■ 

No dreadful wrecks upoa*hi» banks appear. 

His cryftal ilreaffi unflain'd by widows tear, . 

His channel ibong and eafy, de^ aad clear* 

No arbitrary inuadatioas fweep 

The plowman's hopes, and life into the de^ ; 

His even waters the old Ihnits keep. 

But oh ! he ebbs, the fnutlng waves decay. 

For ever, lovely fiream, fen: ever flay ! - 

To the black fea his filent courfe does bendy 

Where the beft ^reamsy the longeft riv«rs» end* 

His fpotlcfs waves there uadiftiBguiih'd pafs. 

None fee, how clear, how bounteous^ fweet, he wai 

No difference now, though late £> much, is ften, 

'Twixt him, fierce Rhine, and ihc impetuQus SjeUe. 

But lo ! the joyful tide our hopes restores. 
And dancing waves extend the widening ihores. 
James is our Charles in all things but in name : 
Thus Thames is daily lofl:^ yet Hill the feme. 



O D E on the Marriage of the Priucds ANNE 
and Prince GEORGE of Dinmark. 



WH ILST black dcfigns (that dira^l work of Fats) 
Diflra£l the labouring ftate ; 
Whilil (like the fea) around loud difcordt loar^ 
Breaking their iutY oix the fritted ihore j 
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And England does like bnsvt Vimm iaiid, 
Befieg'd by Infiddi on either hand; 
What means this peaceful train » this pompous fight ^ 
*.^ What meanj this royal beauteous pair ? 
This troop of youths and virgins heavenly fair^ 

Tfiat does at once aitcmifh and delight ; 
Great Charles, and his illuihious brother here^ 
No bold aflaffinatt need fear ; 
Here is no hannful weapon found. 
Nothing butCupid's darts and Beauty here can wound* 
IL 
How grateful does this fcene appear 
To us, who might too juftly fear 
We never fliould have icen again 
• Alight bright, but armour on the plain ? 
Ne'er in their- chearful garb t' have fecn the fbir, 
While all, with melting eyes and wild difhevel'd hair. 
Had mourn'd their brothers, fons, and hulbands flain. 
Thcfe duiky ihadows make this fcene more bright ; 

The horror adds to the delight. 
This glorious pomp our (pints chears ; from hence 
We ludcy omens take, new happinefs. commence. 

III. 
Thus when the gatheiing clouds a ftorm prepare. 
And their black force aflbciate in the air ; 
(Endeavouring to cclipfe the bounteous light, 
Who, with kind warmth, and powerful rays. 

Them to that* envy *d height 
From their mean' native earth did raife.) 

A thou^KiCwl 
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A thoughtful iadaefs fitt on all. 
Expecting where the full-charg*d cloi 
' But if the heavenly bow 
Deck*d like a gaudy bride appears 
And all her yarious robes difplays. 
Fainted by th' conquering fun's triui 
It mortals drooping fpirits chears ; 
Freih joy, new light, each vifage 
Again the feaman trufts the main. 
The jocund fnrains their coverts leave 
Again, in pleaiant warbling notes. 
The chcarful poets of the wood ext 
throats, . * 

IV. 

Then, then» my Mufe, raife with thi 

And with thy lays make fields and w 

.For lo ! the heavenly pledge appea 

And in bright chara£lers the promife 

The factious deluge fhall prevail no ; 

In vain they foam, in vain they la^ 

Buffet in vain the unmov'd (here. 

Her charms^ and Charles's power, theii 

See ! fee ! how decently the bafhful 1 

Does bear her conqueft ; with how 111 

She views that prince, the captive of 

Who made the North with fear to 

And did that powerful empire iha] 

Before whofe arms, when great Gufts 

The frighted Roman Eagles fled. 
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V. 

Whatever then was his defire, 

His cannons did command in fire : ' 

Now he himfclf for pity prays. 
His love in timorous fighy he breathes^ 
M^ile all his fpoik, and glorious wreathf 
Of laureljl at her feet the vanquifhM warrior lays, 
Gceat prince J by ihat rubmillion you'll ^ain jnope 
llian e'er your haughty courage won before ; 
Here on your knees a greater trophy gaiA) 
Than that you brought from Lunfden's famous plain 5 
"Where, wHen your brother, fired with fuccels. 
Too daringly upon the foe did prefs, 
And was a captive made, then you alone 
Did with your fingle arm fupport the throne t 
Yoiu" gen'rous breaft, with fury boiling o*er. 
Like lightning through their fcatter'd troops you flew. 
And from th' amazed foe the royal prize in triumph bore,. 

^ VI. 

You have your anceftors in this one a6t out-done. 
Though their fuccefsful arms did this whole ifle o'er-run. 
They, to revenge a ravifh'd lady, came. 
You, to enjoy one Ipotlefs as your fame : 
Before them, as they march'd, the country fled. 
And back behind them threw 
Their curfes as they flew ; 
On the bkak Ihore, cxpef^ing you, they ftand. 
And with glad flouts condu£l to land : 
Through gaping crowds you 're forc'd to prefs your way. 
While virgins (ighj the youn^ men ihout, and old oncj 

.pray. 

And 
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And with this beauteous lady you may gain 

(This lady, that alone 
Of greater value is than any throne) 

Without that rapine, guilt, and hate. 
By a calm and even fate. 
That empire, which they did fo Ihort a while maintain. 

THE MAN OF HONOUR. 

Occafioncd by a Pciftfcript of Penn*« Letter. 

NOT all the threats or favour of a crown, 
A prince's whifpcr, or a tyrant's frown, 
Can awe the fpirit, or allure the mind. 
Of him, who to ftrift honour is inclin'd. 
Though all the pomp and pleafurc that docs wait 1 
On public places, and affairs of ftate, > 

Should fondly court him to be bafc and great j J 

With even paflions, and with fettled face, 
He would remove the harlot's falfe embrace. 
' Tliough all the ftorms and tempefts (hould arife, 
That church-magicians in their cells advice. 
And from their fettled balls nation^ tear. 
He would unmov'd the mighty ruin bear ; 
Secure in innocence contemn them all. 
And decently array 'd in honours fall. 

For this, brave Shrewfbury and Lumley's name 
Shall fbnd the foremoft in the lift of fame ; 
Who firft with ftcady minds the cunent broke, 
And to the fu^W^tit motaxdvVjold^ %ike i 
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THE MAN OF HONOUR. %is 
" Great Sir, renown'd for coQ{lancy» how juft 
** Have we obey*d the crown» and ferv'd ourtruil> 
*^ £ipous'd your caufe and intereft in diftrefs, 
** Yourieif miift witnefs, and our foes confefs ! 
" Permit us then ill-fortune to accuie, 
'* That you at laft unha^^y councils uie, 
•' And aik the only thing we muft rcfufe. 
** Our lives and fortunes freely we *ll expofe^ 
*' Honour alone we cannot, muft not lofe ; 
** Honour* that fpark of the celeftiai fire, 
<< That above nature makes mankind afpire ; 
<< Enobks the rade paflions of our frame 
■*^With thirft of glory, and dcfire of fame j 
•* The richefi treafure of a generous brcaft> 
*' That gives the ftamp and ftandard to the reft* 
** Wit, itrength, and courage, arc wild dangerous forcc> 
** Unlefs this foftens and dire£ls dieir courfe; 
** And would you rob us of the nobkft part ? 
** Ajccept a facrifice without a heart ? 
*< 'Tis much beneath the greatnefs of a throne, 
** To take the calket when the jewel 's gone ; 
" Debauch our principles, corrupt our race,, 
** And teach the nobles to be falfe and bafe ; 
** What confidence can you in them repofe, 
** Who, ere they ferve you, all their value lofe h 
** Who once enilave their confcience to their luft» 
** Have loft their reins, and. can no more be juft.. 

" Of honour, men at firft like women nice* 
^ Raife maiden fcruples at unpraclls'd vice^ 
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** Thctr modcft nature curbs the Sniggling flamci 

•'And ftifles what they wifh to a6l, with fhamc : 

" But once this fence thrown down, when they pierceivfi 

" That they may tafte forbidden fruit and live $ 

*^ They flop not here their courfe, but fafely in* 

** Grow ftrong, luxuriant, and bold in fin ; 

" True to no -principles, prefs forward (HII, 

<* And only bound by appetite their will : 

" Now fawn and flatter, while this tide prevails, 

** But fhift with every veering blaft their (ails, 

** Mark thofe that meanly truckle to your power, 

" They once deferted, and changed fides before, 

'' And would to-morrow Mahomet adore. 

*' On higher fprings true men of honour move, 

** Free is their fervice, and unbought their love s 

^* - When danger calls, and honour leads the way, 

" With joy they follow, and with pride obey : 

'* When the rebellious foe came rolling on, 

** And ihook with gathering multitudes the throne, 

'* Where were the minions then ? What arm, whatforcei 

** Could they oppofe to ftop the torrent's courie ? 

'* Then Pembroke, then the nobles firmly flood, 
** Free of their lives, and lavifh of their blood j 
" But, when your orders to mean ends decline, 
** With the fame conftancy they all refign.*' 

Thus fpake the youth, who open'd firft the w4y. 
And was the Phofph'rus to the dawning day ; 
Foilow'd by a more glorious fplendid hoft. 
Than any age, or any realm can boafl : 
. ' ' 6 • Sf 



THE MAN OFHQNOUil, ^27 
So great their fame, {o numerous thpir train^ ' 
To name were endlefs, and to praife in vain ; 
But Herbert and great Oxford merit more ; 
Bold is dieir flight, and more fublime they foar^ 
So high their virtue as yet wants a name, 
Exceeding wonder, and furpaffing fame : 
Rife, glorious church, ere6^ thy radiant head | 
The florm is paft, th' impending temped fled j 
Had Fate decreed tliy ruin or difgrace. 
It had not given fuch fons fo brave a race ; 
When for dcftru6^ion heaven a realm dcfigus, 
The fymptoms firfl appear in»flavifh minds. 
Tbefexin^ wpuld prop a fmking nation's weight. 
Stop falling ;vengeance, and reverfe ev'n fate. 
Let other nations boafl their fruitful foil. 
Their fragrant fpices, tlieir rich wine and oil ; 
In breathing coloui-s, and in living paint, 
Let them excel j their maftcry we gmnt. 
But to inftruft the mind, to arm the foul 
With viitue which no dangers can contixjl j 
Exalt the tiiought, a fpeedy courage lend, 
That horror cannot (hake, or pleafure bend ;' 
Thefc are the Englilh arts^ thefe we profefs. 
To be the fame in mifcry and fuccefs ; 
To teach oppreflbrs law, aflift the good, 
Relieve the wretched, and fubdue the proud. 
Such are our fouls : but what doth worth .avail 
When kings commit to hungry priefts the fcale ? 
All merit 's light when they difpofe the weight. 
Who cither would embroil or rule tiie ft^t? i 
• '^ Q^z Defame 



For being bafe, and of a coai-fe allay. 

The richeft medals, and the pureft gold. 

Of native value, and exafteft mould. 

By worth concealed, in private clofets fhine, 

For vulgar ufe too precious and too fine ; 

Whilft tin and copper with new ftamping bright) 

Coin of bafe metal, counterfeit and light, 

Do all the bufinefs of the nation's turn, 

RaisM in contempt, us'd and employed in fcornj 

So ihining virtues are for courts too bright, 

Whoie guilty aftions fly the fearching light : 

Rich in themfelves, difdaining to afpire. 

Great without pomp, they willingly retire j 

Give place to fools, whofe rafh misjudging fenfe 

Increafes the weak meafures of their prince ; 

They blindly and implicitly run on, 

Nor fee thofe dangers which the others fhiin : 

Who, (low to a£b, each bufinefs duly wei^, 

Advife with freedom, and with care obey } 

With wifdom fatal to their incereft, ftrive 

To make their monarch lov'd, and nation thrive. 

Such have no place where priefls and women reign 

\^ho love fierce drivers, and a loofer rein. 
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AN EPISTLE 

T O 

CHARLES EARL OF DORSE1\ 
Occafioned by his Majelly's Vidoiy in Ireland. , 

"ITTHAT ! fhall the king the nation's genius raifc, 
^ " And make us rival our great Edward's days j 
Yet not one Mufe, worthy a conqueror's name, 
Attend his triumphs, and record his fame ? 
Ohy Dorfet ! you alone this fault can mend. 
The Mufes' darling,* confident, and friend 5 
The poets are your charge, and, if unfit. 
You ihould be fin'd to furnilh abler wit ; 
O^lig'd to quit your eafc, and draw again. 
To paint the greateft hero, the bcft pen. 

A hero, who thus early doth out-lhine 
The ancient honours of his glorious line ; 
And, foaring more fublimely to renown, 
The memory of their pious triumphs drown ; 
Whofe a6tions are delivered o'er to fame. 
As t3rpes and figures of his greater name. 

When fate fome mighty genius has defign'd. 
For the relief and wonder of mankind. 
Nature takes time to anfwer the intent. 
And climbs, by flow degrees, the deep afcent ; 

0^3 S!fe 
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She toils and labours with the growing weight. 
And watches carefully the fteps of fate j 
Till all fhc feeds of pfovidcnc6 unite, 
To fet the hero in a happy light ; 
Then, in a lucky and propitious hour, 
l^xerts her fofcCi and calls forth all her power. 

In Naflau's race flie made this long effay ; 
Hcfoes and^atriots prepar'd the way, 
And promis'd, in their da^vn, this brighter day ; 
A public fpirit diftinguifh'd all the line, "J 

SUcceflive virtues in each branch did fhine, > 

Till this laft glory rofe, and crownM thegreatdefign. J 
Bleft be his name ! and peaceful lie his grave* 
Who durft his native foil, loft Holland, favc ! 
But William's genius takes a wider fc^pe. 
And gives the injur'd, in all kingdoms, hope j 
Born to fubdue infulting tyrants* rage. 
The ornament and terror of the age ; 
The refuge where afflifted nations find 
Relief from thofc opprellbrs of mankind, 
Whom laws redrain not, and no oaths can bind. 
Him, their deliverer Europe docs confcfs, 
All tongues extol, and all religions blefs ; 
The Po, th(? Danvibe, Boctis, and the Rhine, 
United in his pralfe, their wonder join 5 
While, in the public caufe, he takes the field. 
And fhelterM nations fight behind his fliicld. 
His foes themfelves dare not applaufe refufe s 
And Ihall fuch a£lions want a faithful Mufc ? 

Poets 
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Poets have tliis to boaft j without their aid, 
The frefteft laurels nipp'd by malice, fade, 
And virtue to oblivion is betray 'd : 
Th« proudeft honours have a narrow date, 
Unlefs they vindicate their names from fate. 

But who is equal to fuftain the part > 
Drydcn has numbers, but he uants a heart; 
Ihjoln-d a penance, which is too fevere 
F<W playing once the fool, to perfevere. 
Others, who knew the trade, have laid it down^ 
And, looking round, I find you ftand alone. 

How, Sir, can you, or any Engliih Mufe, 
Our country's fame, our monarch's arms, refufc ? 

'Tis not my want of gratitude, but (kill, 
Makes me decline what I can ne'er fulfil. 
I cannot fing of conquefts as I ought. 
And my breath fails tofwell a lofty note. 
I know my compafs, and my Mufe's fize. 
She loves to fport and play, biit dares noti-ife ; 
Idly affefts, in this familiar way, 
In cafy numbers loofcly to convey. 
What mutual friendfhip would at diftance fay. 

Poets affume another tone and voice. 
When ▼i6k>ry 's their theme, and arms their choice. ■ 
To follow heroes in the chacc of fame, 
Aflts force and heat, and fancy wing'd with flame. 
What words can paint the royal warrior's face ? 
What colours can the figure boldly raife. 
When, coyer'd o'er with comely duft and fmoke^ 
Ho pierc'd the foe, and thickcft fquadrons broke I 
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His bleeding arm, Hill painful with the fore, 
Which, in his people's caufe, the pious father bore: 
Whom, cleaving through the troops a glorious way,- 
Not the united force of France and hell could ftay. 

Oh, Doriet ! I am rais'd ! I'm all on fire ! 
And, if my ftrength could anfwer my defire. 
In fpeaking paint this figure fhould be feen. 
Like Jove his grandeur, and like Mars his mein 
And gods defcending fliould adorn die fcene, 

See, fee ! upon the banks of Boyne he (lands, 
By his own view adjufling his commands : 
Calm and fereoe the armed coaft fiirveys, 
And, in cool thoughts, the different chances weighs 
Then, fir'd with fame, and eager of renown, 
Refolves to end the war, and fix the throne. 
From wing to wing the fquadrons bending ftand. 
And clofe their ranks to meet their king's commana; 
The drums and trumpets deep, the fprightly noifb 
Of neighing i^eeds, and cannons louder voice, 
Suspended in attention, banilh far 
Ail hoftile founds, and hulh the din of war : 
The filent troops ftretch forth an eager look, 
Liftening with joy, while thus their general (j^ke, 
" Come, fellow-foldiers, follow me once more, 
** And fix the fate of Europe on that fhore ; 
'* Your courage only waits from me the word, 
** But England's happinefs commands my fword : 
'* In her defence I every part will bear, 
*< The foldier's danger, and the prince's care, 
** And envy any arm an equal Ihare. 

Set 
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^ Sell all that 's dear to men before your fight i 
" For laws, religion, liberty, we fight ; 
'* To fave your wives from rape, your towns from flame, 
** Redeem your country fold, and vindicate her name : 
^* At whole requeft and timely call I rofe, 
*• To tempt my fate, and ail my hopes expofc ; 
'' Struggled with adverfe ilorms and winter feat, 
** That in my labours you might find your eafe. 
*' Let other monarchsdifbte from afar, 
^* And write theempty triumphs of the war i 
** In lazy palaces fupinely ruft ; 
*' My fword ihall juftify my people's truft, 
** For which— But I your vi£tory delay ; 
** Come on s I and my genius lead the way." 

He fud, new life and joy ran through the hod. 
And ienfe of danger in their wonder loft; 
PrecifHtatc they plunge into the flood. 
In yain the waves, the banks, the men, withilood t 
The king leads on, the king docs all inflame. 
The king— and carries millions in the name. 

As when the fwelling ocean burils his bounds. 
And foaming overwhelms the neighbouring grounds. 
The roaring deluge, rulhing headlong on. 
Sweeps cities in its courfe, and bears whole forefls downs 
Soon the foe the firm battalions prefl. 
And he, like the tenth wave, drove on the reft ; 
Fiorce, gallant, young, he fhot through every place, 
Urging their flight, and hurrying on tlie chace ; 
He h\m^ upon their rear, or lightened in their face. 

Stop! 
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Stop ! ftop? brave Prince! allay that generous flame, 
Enough is given to England, and to fame. 
Remember, Sir, you in the centre ftand^ ^ 

Europe's divided interefts you command, > 

All their deHgns uniting in your hand : * J 

Down from your throne defcends the golden chain. 
Which does the fabric of our world fuftain $ 
That once diffolv^d by any fatal firoke, 
The fcheme of all our happinefs is broke. 

Stop ! ftop! brave Prince! fleets may repair again,! 
And routed armies rally on the plain j > 

But ages are requir'd to raife fo great a man ? ' J 
Hear, how the waves of French ambition roar, *> 

Difdaining bounds, and breaking on the fhore, I ' 

Which vyou, ordain'd to curb their wild deftru£Bve f 
power^ J 

That ftrength remov'd ; again, again, they flow. 
Lay Europe wafte, nor law, nor limits know. 

Stop! ftop ! brave Prince !— -what, does your Mulc^ 
Sir, faint ? 
Proceed, purfue his conquefts— faith, I can*t : 
My (pirits fink, and will no longer bear ; 
Rapture and fury carry'd me thus far 
T«nfported and amaz'd— — 
That rage onoe fpent, I can no more fuftain ^ 
Your flights, your energies, and tragic ftrain,- > 
But fall back to my natural pace again ; J 
In humble verfe provoking you to rhyme j 
I wifli there were more Dorfets at this time* . 
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Oh ! if in France this hero had been bornf 
What glittering tinfel would his afts adorn ! 
There 'tis immortal fame, and high renown» 
To ileal a country, and to buy a town : 
Therfc triumphs are o'er kings and kingdoms fold^ 
And captive virtue led in chains of gold/ 
If courage could, like courts, be kept in pay 
What fums would Lewis give, that France might 
That viftory followed where he led the way 3 
He all his conqueds would for this refund, 
And take th' equivalent, a glorious wound. 
Then, what advice, to fpread his real fame^ 
Would paft between Verfailles and N^redame ? 
Their plays, their fongs, would dwell upon his wound# 
And operas repeat no other found ; 
Boyne would, for ages, be the painter's theme, 
The Gobelins labour, and the poets dream ; 
The wounded artn would furnifh all their rooms^ 
And bleed for e^'cr fcariet in the looms : 

Boileau with this would plume his artful pen : 

And can your Mufe be filcnt ? Think again. 
Spare your advice ; and fmce you have begun, 

Fihiih your own defign j the work is done. 

Done ! nothing *s done ! nor the dead colours laid. 

Aid the maft glorious fcenes (land undilplay'd -, 

A thoufand generous aflionsclofe the rear ; 

A thoufand virtues, dill behind, ftandcrowdingto.appear,. 
The Queen hcrfelf , the charming Queen fliould grace 1 

The noble piece, and in an artful place 

Soften war's horror with her lovely face. 

Who 






Andy putting on the king, difmay'd his foes. 
Now, all in joy, ihe gilds the chearful court $ 
In every glance defcending angels fyon. 
As on the hills of Cynthus, or the meads 
Of cool Eurotas, when Diana leads 
The chorus of her Nymphs, who there advance 
A thoufand fhining maids, and form the dance ; 
The (lately Goddefs with a graceful pride, 
Sweet and majeftic, does the figure guide, 
Treading in jufl and eafy meafures round ; 
The filver arrows on her Ihoulder found ; 
She walks ahove them all. Such is the fcene 
Of the bright circle, and the brighter Queen. 

Thefe fubjedls do, my Lord, your ikill commanc 
Thefe none may touch with an unhallow'd hand : 
Tender the ftrokes muft be, and nicely writ, 
Di%uis'd encomiums muft be hid in wit, 
Which modelty, like theirs, will e'er admit. 
Who made no other fteps to fuch a throne. 
But to deferve, and to receive> the crown. 
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Written at Althrop, i» a blank Leaf of 
Waller^s Poems, upon feeing Van ixyke's 
Pi&ure of the old Lady Sunderlaniv* 

VANDYKE had colours, foftnefs, fire, and artj. 
When the fair Sundetland inflam'd his heart.. 
Waller had aumbers, fancy, wit,, and fire, 
And Sachariffa was his fond defire. 
Why then at Althrop feems her charms to faint,. 
In thefc fweet numbers, and that glowing paint T 
This happy feat a fairer miftrefs warms ; 
This fliining offspring has eclips'd her charms ; 
The different beauties in one face we find ; 
Soft Amoret with brighteil Sachariffa join'd. 
As high as Nature reach'd, their art could foar; 
But (he jie'er made a finiffi'd piece before. 

V E R S B S, 

Written for the Toasting- Glasses of the 
K it-Cat Club, 1703. 

Duchefs of St. Albans. 

TH E line of Vere, fo long renown'd in arms. 
Concludes with luftre in St. Albans' charms. 
Her conquering eyes have made their race compleat | 
They rofe in Valour, and in Beauty fet. 

Duchefi 
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Duchefs of Beau 
Ofis{iring of a tuneful fire^- 
Bleft .with more than mortal fire ; 
Likenefs.of ^ mother's face, 
Bleft with more than mortal grace 
You with doubLe charms fuiprize, 
With his wit, and with her eyes. 

Lady Mary Chur 
Faireft and lateft of the beauteous 
Bleft with your parents wit, and he 
Bom with our liberties in Williair 
Your eyes alone that liberty reftrai 

Duchefs of Rich ft! 
Of two fair Richmonds dififcrent a 
Theirs^ was the firft, and ours the \ 
Th* adorers offerings prove who *8 ■ 
They facrific'd in water, we in wii 

Lady SUNDERLA 
All Nature's charms in Sunderlant 
Srighta^her eyes, and as her reaf^ 
Yet ftill their force, to men net fa. 
Seems undifcovcr'd to herfelf alon( 

Mademoifelle Spanh 
Admir*d in Germany, ador'd in Fi 
Your chaims to brigliter glory hen 
The ftubborn Britons own your be 
And wkh thtir i. awe toails enrol 



ON THE 
COUNTESS DOWAGER OF * * * *. 

COURAGE, dear Moll, and drive away dcfpair.' 
Mopfa, who in her youth was fcarce thought fair. 
In fpite of age, experience, and decays, 
Sctsr «p for Charming, in her fading days; 
Snuffs her dim eyes to give one parting blow, 
Have at tlie heart of every ogling beau ! 
This goodly goofe, all feather*d -like a )ay. 
So gravely vain, and fo demurely gay, 
Laft night, t' -adorn the court, did overload 
Her bald buff fiorehead with a high conimodc : 
Her fteps were manag'd with fuch tender art, 
As if eaohboard had been a lover's heart. 
In all her air, in every glance, was feeh 
A mixture ftrange, twixt fifty and fifteen. 
Admiring fops about her crowding prefs ; 
Hambden himfelf delivers their addrefs, 
H^hich flic, accepting with a nice difdain, 
Oiwns them her fubjciSbs, and begins to reign : 
Fair Queen of Fopland is her royal ftyle ; ' 
Fopland ! the greateft part of this great iflc ! 
Nature did ne'er fo equally divide 
A female heart, 'twixc piety and pride : 
Hx-r v\'aiting-maids prevent the peep of day, 
-And, all in order, on her toilet lay 

Prayer- 
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Prayer-books, patch-boxes, fermon-notes, and paint, 

At once t' improve the finner and the faint. 

Farewcl, friend Moll : expeft no more from mc ; 

But if you would a full defcription fee, 

You'll find her fomcwhere in the Litany, 

With Pride, Vain-glory, and Hypocrify. , 



ON ORPHEUS 

AND 

SIGNORA FRANCISCA MARGARITA. 



One Tcap'd from hell, and one froin Greber*s anni^ 
When the foft Thracian touch'd the trembling ftrings* 
The winds were hulh'd, and curPd their airy wings : 
And when the tawny Tufcan rais'd her drain, 
Rooke furls his fails, and dozes on the main. 
Treaties unfiniOi'd in the office ileep. 
And Shovel yawns for orders on the deep* 
Thus equal charms and equal conquefts claim } 1 
To him high woods and bending timber came, > 

To her ihrub Hedges, and tall Nottingham.. j 



I 
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TT AIL, tuneful pair ! fay , by what wondrous chaimt» j 
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POEMS 

B Y 
GEORGE STEPNEY, Efq. 

TO KING J A M E S II. 

Upon his Acceflion to the Throne, 
The Author then of Trinity -College, Cambridge, 

A S .vi£Vors lofe the trouble they fuftaia 
"^ ^ In greater trepiues which the triumphs gain ;. 
And martyrs, when the joyful crown is given, 
Forget the pain by which they purchas'd heaven : 
So when the Phoenix of our empire dy*d. 
And with a greater heir the empty throne fupply'dj 
Your glory diflipatcs our moumfi;! dew. 
And turns our grief for Charles to joy for you, 
Myfterious fate, wliofe one decree could prove 
The high extreme of cruelty and love ! 

Ijt/id) then no flight of a blafphcming Mufc, 
•rtiofe wife refolvcs of Providence accufe, 
Which cas*d our Atlas of his glorious weights, 
-SuiQB flron^er HcrcuJcs fupports the .ftatt, 

R 3 Eii^Naxv^ 
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England no more ihall penfive thoughts employ 
On him (he 'as loft ; but him ihe has, enjoj. 
So j^riadncy whto her lovec fled. 
And Bacchus honour'd the deferted bed, 
Ceas'd with her tears to raife the fwelling flood. 
Forgot her ThefeuSy and embrac'd the god. 

On the Univcrfity of CambridgeV burning the 
Duke of MoNMou.TJj*8 Figure, 1685^ wh»i 
was formerly their Chancellor.— —In Anfwcr 
tq this QgelHon, 

'* Sed quid 

«< Turba Rem! ? fequitur fortunam, ut femper, & odit 
" DimnatDs - — " 

'V'ES, fickle Cambridge, Perkins found this true 
•^ Both from your rabble and your dorters too. 
With what applaufe you once receiv'd his grace. 
And begg'd a copy of his godlike face j 
But when the fage Vice Chancellor was fure 
The original in limbo lay fecure, 
As greafy as himfelf he fends a li6h>r 
To vent his loy&l malice on the pi6hire. 
The beadle's wife endeavours all (he can 
Tb fave the image of the tall young man. 
Which (he fo oft when pregnant did embrace, 
That with ftrong thoughts (he might improve her r^c^i 
But all in vain, fince the wife houfe codlpire 
To damn tht canvas traitor to the fire. 



ON BtmNlNG MDNMptJTH'S PICTURE- h* 

Left It, like b6nes of Scanderb^g, incite 
Scythe-men next harveft to renew the fight. 

Then in comes mayor .Eagle, and does gravely alledg9» 
He *11 fubfcribe, if he can, for a bundle of Sedge 5 
But the man of Clare-hall that proffer refufes, 
'Sliigs, he'll be beholden to none but the Mufes ; 
And orders ten pottets td bring the dull reams 
On the death of good Charles, and Crowning of Jdmes ; 
And fwears he will borrow of the Provoft more {tuff 
On the marriage of Anne, if that be n't enough. 
The heads, left he get all the profit t' himfelf. 
Too greedy of honour, too lavifli of «pelf. 
This motion deny, and vote that Tite Tillet 
Should gather from each noble Do£l:or a billet. 
The kindncfs was common, and fo they'd return if, 
The gift was to all, all therefore would burn it : 
Thus joining their ftocks for a bonfire together, 
As they club for a cheefe in the pariffi of Chedderj 
Confufedly crowd on the (bphs and the doftors, 
llie hangman, the townfmen, their wives, aAd the 

proftors, 
While the troops from each part of the countries in ile 
Come to quaff his confufion in bumpers of ftale; 
But Ro&lin, never unkind to a Duke, 
^^oes by her abfence their folly rebuke, 
The tender creature could not fee his fate, 
With whom ihe 'ad dancM a minuet fo late. 
TTic heads, who never could hope for fuch ffames, 
^^ ^nvy condemn'd fixfcbre pounds to the flames, 
R 4 Then 
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Then his air was too proud,, and his fcatwes amifti 
As if being a traitor had alter'd his phiz : 
So. the rabble of Rome, whole favour ne'er iettlcti 
"Melt down their Scjanus to pots and hrafs kettles. 

Ad EPISTLE to Charles Montagui, Ei^ 
afterwards Earl of Halifax. 

On his Majefty's Voyage to Holland. 

SIR, 

SINCE you oft invite me to renew 
Art I *vc either loft, or never knew. 
Pleased my paft follies kindly to commend, 
And fondly lofe the critick in the friend ; 
Though my warm youth untimely be decay'd^ 
From grave to dull infenfibly betray'd, 
I '11 contradift the humour of the times, 
Inclin'd to bufmefs, and averfe to rhymes. 
And, to obey the man I love, in fpite 
Of the world's genius and my own, I '11 write. 

But think not that I vainly do afpire 
To rival what I only would admire, 
The heat and beauty of yOur manly thought. 
And force like that with which your hero fought j 
Like Samfon's riddle is that powerful fong^ 
Sweet as the honey, as the lion ftrong ; 
The colours there fo artfully are laid, 
They fear no luftre, and they want no ihade; 
But fhall of writing a jull model give. 
While Boync (hall flow^ and William's glory live. 

6 X^ 



'} 



EPISTLE TO MR, MONTAGUE. 249 
Yet fince his jevery aft may well infufe 
Some happy rapti^re in the humbleft Mufc, 
Though mine defpairs to reach the wondrous height. 
She prunes her pinions, eager of the flight ; 
The King *s the theme, and I 've a fubjeft's right. 
When William*s deeds, and rcfcucd Europe's joy 
Do eveiy tongue and every pen employ, 
^Tis to think treafon fure, to (hew no zeal. 
And not to write, is almofl to rebel. 

Let Albion then forgive her mcaneft fon, 
Who would continue what hcrbeft begun; 
Who, leaving conquefts and the pomp of wari 
Would fing the pious King's divided care; 
How eagerly he flew, when Europe's fate 
Did for the feed of future anions wait ; 
And how two nations did with tranfport boaft. 
Which was belov'd, and lov*d the vidlor moft : 
How "joyful Belgia gratefully prepar*d 
Trophies and vows for her returning lord j 
How the fair iflc with rival paflion ftrove, 
How by her forrow fhc cxprefs'd her love, 
When he withdrew from what his arm had freed. 
And how fhe blcTs'd his way, yet figh'd, and laid^ 

Is it decreed my hero ne'er fhall reft, 
Ne'er be of me, and I of him poflcfs'd ? 
Scarce had I met his virtue with my throne. 
By right, by merit, and by arms his own, 
But Ireland's freedom, and the war's alarms, 
Call'd him from me and his Maria's charms. 

Ogc- 
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generous prince, too prodigally^ kind ! 
Can the diffufive goodhefs of your mind 
Be in no bounds, but of the world CbhfiA'd ? 
Should (inking nations fummon you away, 
Miria*s love might juftify your ftay. 
Imperfectly the many vows are paid. 
Which for your fafety to the Gods were rfiade. 
While on the Boyne they labour'd to out-do 
Your zeal for Albion by iheir care for you j 
When, too impatient of a glorious cafe. 

You tempt new dangers on the winter ieas. 
The Belgit date has rcAed long fecure 
Within the circle of thy guardian power; 
Rear'd by thy care, that noble lion, grown 
Mature in ibrength, can range the woods alone : 
When to my arms they did the Prince refign, 

1 blefs*d the change, and thought him wholly mine; 
Conceived long hopes I jointly fhould obey 

His ftronger, and Maria's gentle fway j 
He fierce as thunder, fhe as lightning bright ; 
One my defence, and t'other my delight : 
Yet go— where honour calls the hero, go : 
Nor let your eyes behold how mine do flow ; 
Go meet your country's joy, your virtue's due; 
Receive their triumphs, and prepare for new ; 
Enlarge my empire, and let France afford 
The next large harveft to thy profperous fword : 
Again in Crecy let my arms be rear'd. 
And o'er the continent Britannia feilr*d: 

While 
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While under Mary's tutelary care. 
Far from tht danger, or the iioife of war^ 
In honourable pleafure I pofTefs 
. The fp6ih of cotiqueft, and the charms of peace. 
As the great lamp by which the globe is bleis'd, 
Conftant in toil, and ignorant of reil, 
Through ditferent regions does his courfe puHbe^ 
And leaves one world but to rcrive a new ; 
While, by a pleafing change, the Queen of Night 
Kelieves his luftre with a milder light : 
So when your beams do diflant nations chear. 
The partner of your crown fhall mount the iphere^ 
Able alone my empire to fuHain, 
And carry on the glories of thy reign—— 
But why has fate malicioully decreed, 
That greateft bleffings muft by turns fucceed ? 

Here Ihe relented, and would urge his ftay 
By all that fondnefs and that grief could fay ; 
But ibon did her prefaging thoughts employ 
On fcenes of triumphs and returning joy. 
Thus, like the tide, while her unconftant breait 
Was fwell*d with rapture, by dcfpair deprcfs*d. 
Fate caird ; the hero muft his way purfue. 
And her cries lefien'd as the Ihore withdrew. 

The winds were (ilent, and the gentle main 
B«re an aufpicious omen of his reign ; 
When Neptune, owning whom thofe feas obey. 
Nodded, and bade the chearful Tritons play. 
Each chofe a difiextnt fubje£^ for their lays. 
But Orange was th^ burden of their praifoi 
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Some in their ilrains up to the fountain ran^ 

From whence i;his ftream of virtue firft began t 

Others chofe heroes of a later date, 

And fun^ the * founder of the neighbouring fiates 

How daringly he tyranny with(lood» 

And feal'd his country's freedom with his blood i 

Then to the two illuftrious f brethren .camei 

The glorious rivals of their father's fame j 

And-to the J youth, whole pregnant hopes out-ran 

The ftcps of time, and early ihew'd the man s 

For whofc alliance monarchs did contend^ 

And gave a daughter to fecure a friend* 

But as by Nature's law the Phcrnix diesi. 

That from its urn a nobler bird may rife, 

4So fate ordain 'd the § parent foon ihould iet» 

To make the glories of his heircompleat. 

At William's name each fill'd his vocal ihelly. 
And on the happy found rejoic'd to dwell : 
5Some fung his birth, and how difcerning fate 
Sav'd infant virtue againft powerful hate j 
Of poifonous fnakes by young Alcides quell'd. 
And palms that fpread the more, the more with-heldf 
Some fung Scneffc, and early wonders done 
Bv the bold youth, himfelf a war alone ; 
And how his firmer courage did oppoic "i 

.His country's foreign and inteftine foes ; > 

The lign he, who held their arrows clofc. J 

* William. f Maurice and Henry. 

J William. § James lU 

•Gthcn 
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Others fung Pcrfeus, and the inbr'd ma-d. 
Redeemed by tRe wing'd warrior's timely aid i - 
Or in myftcrious numbers did unfold 
Sad modern truths wrapt up in tales of old ^ 
How Saturn, flufh'd with arbitrary power, 
Deiign'd his lawful ifliie to devour ; 
But Jove, refervM for better fate, wirhftood 
The black contrivance of the doating god ; . 
With arms he came, his guilty father fled, 
*T was Italy fecur'd his frighted head. 
And by his flight rcfign'd his empty throne 
And triple empire to his worthier (on. 

Then in one note their artful force they join, 
Eager to reach the*vi£tor and the Boyne ; 
How on the wondering bank the hero fh)ody 
Xaviflily bold and defperately good ; , 

Till fate, defigning to convince the brave 
That they can dare no more than Heaven can fave, 
Let death approach, and yet withheld the fling. 
Wounded the man, diftinguiihing the King. 

They had enlarg'd, but found the flrarn too Ibnong, 
And in foft notes allay'd the bolder fong : 
Flow, gentle Boyne, they cry *d, and round thy bed 
For ever may viftorious wreaths be fpread ; 
No more may travellers defire to know 
Where Simoi's and Granicus did flow ; 
Nor Rubicon, a poor forgotten ftream. 
Be or the foldier*s rant, or poet's theme ; 
All waters fliall unite their fame in thee, 
t>oA in thy waves, as thofc arc in the fea. 

Thc7 



£54 STEPNEY'S P O S^ M &.; 

They breath'd fireib, uowiUtQg to gkvoo'cTy 
And begg'd thick mifts long to conoesil tHut fbott : 
Smooth was the liquid plain $ the fleeplng wiodt 
More to the fea, than to lt'9 mafier kind» 
Detained a treafure^ which ve Talue more 
-Than all the deep e'er hid, or waters boic 
But he, with a (uperior genius bern* 
Treats chance with inColoncCy and death withfcoqi : 
Darknefs and ice in vain obftrufit his ^yay, 
Holland is near, and nature mu(^ obey ; 
Charg'd with our hopes the boat fecurely rotdk^ 
For Cafar and his fortune were the load. 

With eager- tranfport Bel^ met her foa» 
Yet trembling for the danger he had«run ; 
Tilly certain of her }oyy ihe bow'd herhe^d* 
ConfefsM her Lord, bicfsM his return, and laid: 

If pafTion by long abfence does improve. 
And makes that rapture, which before wa$ love 1 
Think on my old, my intermitted blifs. 
And by my former pleafure meafure this: 
Nor by thefe feeble pillars which I raife. 
Unequal to fui^n the hero's praife; 
Too faint the colours, and too mean the axt^ 
To reprefent your glories, or my heart : 
Thefe humble emblems are defign'd to ihow. 
Not how we would reward, but what we owe. 
Here from your childhood take a Ihort review^ 
How Holland's happinefs advanced with you 2 
How her flout velTel did in triumph ride, 
And mock'd her iiorms^ while Onui$e w^ ber guide* 

What 
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What fiace has been our fete— -I need not &y, 
111 fuidng with the bleffings oJF the day, 
Our better fortune with our Prince was gone, 
Conqueft was only there where he led on. 
Like the Palladium, whereibe'er you g6» 
You turn all death and danger on the foe. 
Ill yov W9 ^t too fadly un^orftood 
How angels have their fpberes of doing good 1 
£l(e the fa^me foul which did our troof^ po9<^f 
And crown'd their daring courage with fucceic^ 
Had taught our fleet to triumph d'er the matHn 
And Fleuru^ had b^en ^11 a guiltlefs plain. 
What pity 'tis, ye G^s I an ann ai^d mind 
Like yours ihould be; to time and place confin'd I 
But thy return ihall fix our kinder fate. 
For t^i^ our councils, thee our armies wai^ ; 
Difcording Pripces fhall with thee combine. 
And center all their intereils in thine ; 
Proud of thy fricndfhip, Ihall forego their fwaj 
As Rome her great Di£lator did obey j 
And all united make a Gordian knot. 
Which neith^ craft j(haU loQifi> nor force Aall cui» 



»S6 STEPNEY'S POEMS. 

OK TBI LATS 

HORRID CONSPIRACY. 

'T'HE ♦ youth whofe fortune the vaft globe obcy'd, 
•*• Finding his + royal enemy betray*d. 
And in his chariot by t vile bands opprefi'd. 
With noble pity and juft rage poflcfs'd. 
Wept at his fall from fo fublime a ftate. 
And by the traitor's death reveng'd the fate 
Of majefty profan'd-— fo afted too 
The generous Caefar, when the Roman knew 
A § coward King had treacherouily (lain, 
** Whom fcarce he fo'l'd on the Pharfalian plain : 
The doom of his fam'd rival he bemoanM, 
And the bafe author of the crime dethroned. 
Such were tne virtuous maxims of the great. 
Free from the fervile arts of barbarous hate: 
They knew no foe but in the open field, 
And to their caufe and to the gods appcaPd* 
So William afts— and if his rivals dare 
Difpute his reign by arms, he '11 meet them there. 
Where Jove, as once on Ida, holds the fcale. 
And lets the good, the juft, and brave, prevail. 

* Alexander. f Darius. J Boflut. 

§ Ptolomy. ♦* Pompey. 
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THE EARL OF CARLISLE, 
[le Death of hisSon before Luxembukgh. 
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gone ! and was it then by your decree, 
envious powersf that we ihould only fee 

ty of your own divinity ? 

;ht ye it furpafling human date, 
a bleffing lading as 't was great ? 

lel (kill you better ne*er had fhown, 

u fo foon dedgn'd him all your own. 

kering favours to the damn'd are given, 

increafe their hiell, you lho^v them heaven. 
70 godlike, he ihould long inherit 

his father s and his uncle's fpirit } 

luch beauty, and as calm a brcaft, 

lild dame whofe teeming womb he bleft. 

11 the favours Providence could give, 

ts own prerogative to live ; 

in pleafures, and in dangers bold, 

1 in a^lion, and in prudence old ; 
ble greatntfs, and fubmiflive ftatc, 
I life full of wonder, as his fate ; 

o, to all the heights of learning bred, 
iks and men, and prafbis'd what he r^. 
le wide globe fcarce did the bufy fun 
later hade and greater ludre ruh. 
lantry andgrandcur he defcry'd, 
; French fopperies, and German pride. 

S Kii^ 
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And like th' induftrious bee, where'er he flew, 
Gathered the fweets which on fwcct bloflbms giew. 
Babel's confufed fpeeches on his tongue, 
With a fw€et harmony and concord hung. 
More countries than for Homer did contcft 
Do drive who moft were by his prcfcnce blcft. 
Nt}r did his wiiHom damp his martial firt, "j 

Minerva both her portions did infpire, V 

Ufe of the warlike bow and peaceful lyre. J 

So Ca»far doubly triumphed when he wrote. 
Showing like wit, as valour when he fought. 

If God, as Plato taught, example takes 
From his own works, and fouls by patterns makcsj 
Much of himielf in him he did unfold, '\ 

And cad them in his darling Sidney's mold, > 

Of too refin'd a fubftance to be old. J 

Both did alike difdain an hero's rage 
Should come like an inheritance by age. 
Ambitiouily did both confpire to twift 
Bays with the ivy, with their temples kift : 
Scorning to wait the (low advance of time, 1 

Both fell like early biofToms in their prime, > 

By blind events, and Providence*s crime. J 

Yet both, like Codrus, o'er their yielding foe. 
Obtained die conqueft, in their overthrow ; 
And longer life dopurchaie by their death. 
In fame compleating what they want in breath. 
Oh ! had kind fate ftretch'd the contra^ed fpan^ 
To the full glories of a perfe£i man $ 
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\nd, as he grew, could every rolling year 
\ new addition to our wonder bear, 
i' had paid to his illudrious line that flock 
y( ancient honour, which fjrom thence he took. 
lut oh I 

10 hafty fruits, and too ambitious flowers, 
^coming the midwifery of ripening (howers, 
n (pite of frofls, fpring from th* unwilling caith, 
lut find a nip untimely sls their birth: 
Vbortive iffues fo delude the womb, 
\nd fcarcc have being, ere they want a tomb. 

Forgive, my Lord, the Mufe that docs afpinc 
Vxth a new breath to fail your raging fire; 
Vbofc each ofHcious and unfkilful found 
^ with frcfh torture but enlarge the wound. 
^ould I, with David, curfe the guilty plain, 
Vhere once more lov'd than Jonathan was (lain ; 
>r could I flights l^^h as his merits ralfc, 
Hear as his virtue, de^thlefs as his praifc ; 
lone who, though laurels crpwn^d their aged head, 
kdmir'd him living, and ador'd him dead, 
Vith more devotion fhould enrol his name 
n the long-con fecrated lift of fame. 
lut, fincc my artlefs and unhallowM drain 
Vill the high worth, it fliould commend, profane; 
incc I defpair my humble verfe (hould prove 
yreat as your lofs, or tender as your love ; 
Ay heart with fighings, and with tears mine eye, 
ihall the defgft of written grief fupply. 

Si AT 0^^> 



. ^^ May it prove lafting, as Maria's pra 
And, the fong ended, be the fwan's thy d 
Reft ever (ilent, as Maria's tomb. 

But whence fhall we begin ? or whitlie 
Her virtues like a perfeft round appear, 
Where judgment lies in admiration loft, 
Not knowing which it (hould diftinguifh i 

Some angel, from your own, defcribe 1 
For fure your godlike beings are the fame 
All that was charming in the fairer kind. 
With manly fenfe and rcfolution join*d ; 
A mien composed of mildnefs and of ftatt 
Not by conftraint or afie£btion great ; 
But form*d by nature for fupreme comma 
Like Eve juft moulded by the Maker's ha 
Yet fuch her mccknefs, as half - veil' d the 
Left, being in too great a luftre fliown, 
It might debar the fubjed of accefs, 
And make her mercies and our comforts 1 
So Gods, of old, defccnding from their f] 
To vifit men, like mortals did appear : 
Left their too awful prefcnce fliould affrie 
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Thus to the noon of her high glory run. 
From her bright orb, diffufive like the fun, 
She did her healing influence difplay, 
And chcrifb'd all our nether world, that lay 
Within the circle of her radiant day ; 
Relieved not only thofe who bounty f9Ught, 
But gave unalk'd, and as fhc gave forgot ; 
Found modcft Want in her obfcure retreat. 
And courted timorous Virtue to be great. 
The Church, which William favM, was Mary's care, 
Taught by her life, and guarded by her pray*ri 
What her devotions were, ye cherubs, tell, 
Who ever round the feat of mercy dwell ; 
For here Ihe would not" have her goodnefs known. 
But you beheld how fhe addrefs'd the throne. 
And wonder'd at a zeal fo like your own. 
Since flic was form'd, and lov'd, and pray'd like you. 
She Ihould, alas ! have been immortal too. 

A mind fogood, in beautepus ftrength array 'd, 
Aflur'd our hopes (he might be long obey'd. 
And we, with heighten'd reverence, might have feen 
The hoary grandeur of an aged Queen, 
Who might, with William, jointly govern here. 
As that bright pair which rules the heavenly fphere» 
Grace and mild mercy bcft in her were fhown, 

In him the rougher virtues of the throne j 

Of Juflice ihe at home the balance held ; 

Abroad, Oppreflion by his fword was quell'dj 

The generous lion, and the peaceful dove; 

The God of battle^ and the Queen of love, 

S3 Did 
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Did in their liapf^tktifMllalstifelltigt^'; * •% 

Like Mafs^ ht M bur anAies 6ut ; ' And ffae ' ' > 
With fmiles prefided o'er her name fes. ' 'i 

Such toiri^f keedngsy x^ta t>ta tfk/mnAk tdttfi 
WitH laurels loaden, and ittimtirtiit fitdti ' *^ 

As when the 496d ott Hatditis qtiltt h!s iktrfts. 
Softening hij tolls in CyititM^i dutftat : 
Then with^jlfiiii^y did &e the ^diorteeety '^ 

And ky the itintf of eitit»ite tt his feist r 
iVhh the fiune temper is the * Latian hind 
Was mikde Di£btor, ccmquer'd, and refign'd ; 
So Pallas fhttKi fbe dufty field withdiew, '< 

And, when iitt{ieriat Jo^ appttfd hi viex^, ' *( 

Acfum^d her fbaale arts, the fpindld and die cle«r| 4 
Forgot the fceptre Ihe ib well haA f«/wfi, ^ ''^^ 

And, ynth th^t ttildnefs Ihe hadirutft, «bey'd ; '' ^ 
FleasM with the change, and uncondem'd as Jove, 
When in difguife he leaves his power above. 
And drowns all other attributes ift love. 

Such, mighty Sir, if yet the facred ear 
Of Majefty in grief vouchfafe to hear. 
Was the lovM confort of thy crown and bed. 
Our joy while living ; our defpair now dead- 
Yet though wirti Mary One fupporter fall. 
Thy virtue can alone fuftain the ball. 
Of Sibyl's books, that volume which mnain'd. 
The perfedl: value of the whole retain'd. 
When in the fiery car Elijah fled, 
His fpirit doubled on his partner's head ; 
* Lucius Quintiut. 
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So will thy people's lo^, now Mary*8 gone, 
TJnite both (breams, and flow on thee alone. 
The grateful (cnate with one voice combine 
To breathe their forrowg, and to comfort thine, 
By bringing to thy \'icw how Europe's fate 
Does on thy counfels and thy courage wait : 
But, when the vaftnefs of thy grief they fee,. 
They own 'tis juft, and melt in tears with thee. 

Blufli not, great foul, thus to reveal thy woe ; 
Sighs will have vent, and eyes too full o'erflow ; 
Shed by degrees, they pafs unfelt away j 
But raifc a ftorra and deluge where they ftay. 

The braved heroes have the fofteft mind, 
Their nature 's, like the Gods, to love inclin'd. 
Homer, who human paflions nicely knew. 
When his illuftrious Grecian chief he drew. 
Left likewife in his foul one mortal part. 
Whence love and anguifh too might reach his heart j 
For a lofl miftrefs, in dcfpair he late, 
And let declining Troy Hill ftrugglc with her fete : 
But when tlic partner of his cares lay dead. 
Like a rous'd lion from his tent be fled. 
Whole hecatombs of trembling Trojans flew, 
And mangled He£lor at his chariot drew. 

Still greater is thy lofs,— — be fuch thy rage, 
As conqucr'd Gallia only may affwage* 

She who on earth iccur'd thee by her prayer. 
Returned to heaven, ihall prove thy guardian angel there, 
And, hovering round thee with her heavenly fhieid, 
Unfccn protect thee in the doubtful field. 

S 4 Cq 
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Go then, by different paths to glory go, ^ 

The church's both eftates with Mary fliow i > 

And while above ihe triumphs^ fight below>— i 

'Tis done— our Monarch to the camp nxaxM,'^ 
The Gallic armies fly— their nary burnt. 
And earth and feas all bow at his command, 
A nd Europe owns her peace from his yidorious hand. 

THE AUSTRIAN EAGLE. 

A T Anna's call the Auffarian eagle flies, 
•^-^ Bearing her thunder to the fouthem flues ; 
Where a rafli Prinoe^ with an unequal fway, 
Inflames the region, and mifguides the day ; 
Till the ufurper, from his chariot hurl'd. 
Leaves the true Monarch to command the world. 

THE NATURE OF DREAMS. 

AT dead of night imperial Rcafon fleeps, 
And Fancy with her train loofe revels keeps. 
Then airy phantoms a mix*d fcene difplay. 
Of what we heard, or (aw, or wifli'd by day j 
For memory thofe images retains. 
Which paffion form'd, and dill the flronged reigns* 
Huntfmcn renew the chace they lately run. 
And generals fight again their battles won. 
Spe£lres and furies haunt the murderer's dreams. 
Grants Or difgraces are the courtier's themes. 
The mifer fpies a thief, or a new hoard. 
The cit 's a knight, the fycophant a lord. 

Thus 
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Thus fancy *« in the wild diftra6lion loft, 

With what we moft abhor, or covet moft. 

But of all pafiions that our dreams control. 

Love prints the deepeft image in the foul ; 

For vigorous fancy and warm blood difpenfe 

Pleafures fo lively that they rival fenfe. 

Such are the tranfports of a willing maid, 

Not yet by time and place to aft betrayM, 

Whom fpies or fome faint virtue force to fly 

That fcene of joy, which yet fhe dies to try. 

Till fancy bawds, and, by myfterious charms, 

Brings the dear obje£t to her longing arms ; 

Unguarded then fhe melts, afts fierce delight, , 

And curfes the returns of envious light. 

In fuch bleft dreams Byblis enjoys a flame. 

Which waking fhe detefts, and dares not name. 

Ixion gives a loofe to his wild love, 

And in his airy vifions cuckolds Jove. 

Honours and ftate before this phantom fall ; 

For ileep, like death its image, equals all. 

VERSES 

Imitated from the French of Monf. Maynard, 
to Cardinal Richelieu. 

I. 

WHEN money and my blood ran high, 
My mufe was reckoned wondrous pretty ; 
The fports and fmiles did round her fly, 
£Mmour*d with her fmart concetti. 

Now 
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II. 
Now (who M have thought it once ? ) with pain 

She firings her harp, whilft freezing age 
But feebly runs through cvry vein, 

And chills my briik poetic rage. 
III. 
I properly have ceas*d to live, 

To wine and women, dead in law ; 
And foon from fate I (hall receive 

A fummons to the fhades to go. 
IV. 
The warrior ghofts will round me come 

To hear of fam*d Ramillia's fight, 
Whilft the vext Bourbons through the gloom 

Retire to th' utmoft realms of night. 
V. 
Then I, my lord, will tell how you 

With penfions every mule infpire ; 
Who Marlborough's conqucfts did "purfuc. 

And to his trumpets tun'd the lyre. 
VI. 
But fhould fome drolling fprite demand, 

Well, Sir, what place had you, I pray ? 
How like a coxcomb fhould 1 ftand ! 

What would your Lordlhip have me (ay > 



V 
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JUVENAL. SATIRE VIII. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

In this Satire, the poet proves that nobility docs not con- 
fift in ftatues and pedigrees, but in honourable and 
good a6^ions : He laihes Rubellius Plancus, for 
being infolent, by r^afon of his high birth j and lays 
down an inftancJe that we ought to make the like 
Judgment of men, as we do of horfes, who are va- 
lued^ rather according to their pcrfonal qualities, than 
by the race of whence they come. He advifes his 
noble friend Ponticus (to whom he dedicates the 
fatire) to lead a virtuous life, diffuading him from 
debauchery, luxury, oppreflion, cruelty, and other 
▼ices, by his fevere cenfures on Lateranus, ' Dam'a- 
fippus, Gracchus, Nero, Catiline; and in oppofition 
to thefe, difplays the worth of petfons meanly bom, 
fuch as Cicero, Marius, Servius Tullius, and the 
Decxi. 

The trandator of this fatire induftrioufly avoided im* 
pofing upon the reader, and perplexing the printer 
with tedious common-place notes ; but finding to* 
wards the latter end many examples of noblemen who 
difgraced their anceftors by vicious pra6biccs, and of 
men meanly born, who ennobled their families by 
virtuous and brave afiions, he thought fome hiftori* 
cal relations were neceflary towards rendering thofc 
inflances more lAtelligible ; which is all he pretends 

to 
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to by his remarks. He would gladly have left oa( 
the heavy palTage of the Mirmillo and Retiariuh 
which he honeftly confefles he either does not rightlf 
underftand, or cannot fufHciently explain. If Ik 
has not confined himfelf to the ftri6^ rules of tnmiU^ 
tion, but has frequently taken the liberty of imiut- 
ingi paraphrafingy or reconciling the Roman cuftontf 
to our modern ufage ; he hopes this freedom is 
pardonable, fince he has not u^cd it but when be 
found the original flat, obfcure, or defe6tive ; and 
where the humour and conne£iion of the author might 
naturally allow of fuch a change. 

^TTHAT 's the advantage, or the real good, 

^^ In tracing from the fburce our antient blood ? 
To have our anceftors in paint or done, 
PrefervM as relicks, or like monfters fhcwn ? 
The brave -^milii, as in triumph plac'd. 
The virtuous Curii, half by time defacM ; 
Corvinus, with a mouldering nofe, tliat bears "i 

Injurious fears, the fad efifefiis of years ; I 

And Galba grinning without nofe or ears ? J 

Vain are their hopes, who fancy to inherit 
By trees of pedigrees, or fame, or merit : 
Though plodding heralds through each branch may trace 
Old Captains and Di£tators of their race. 
While their ill lives that family bely. 
And grieve the brafs which (lands di (honour 'd by, 
*Tis mere burlefque, that to our Generals praifc 
Their progeny immoital (latues raife, 

Yet 
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Yet (far from that old gallantry) delight 
To game before their images all night, 
And fteal to bed at the approach of day, 
The hour when thefe their etjfigns did difplay. 

\yhy fliould foft Fabius impudently bear 
Names gain'd by conquefts in the Gallic war > 
Why lays he claim to Hercules's ftrain, 
Yet dares be bafe, effeminate and vain ? 
' The glorious altar to that hero built ^ 

Adds but a greater luftre to his guilt, 
Whofe tender limbs and polifli'd (kin difgracc 
The grifly beauty of his manly race ; 
And who, by pra£birmg the difmal (kill 
Of poifoning, and fuch treacherous ways to kill« 
Makes his unhappy kindred marble fweat, ^ 

When his degenerate head by theirs is fet. 

Long galleries of ^nceftors, and all 
The follies which ill-grace a country hall. 
Challenge no wonder or efteem from me ; 
*' Virtue alone is true nobility." 
Live therefore well : to men and gods appear, 
Such as good Paulus, Coffus, Drufus, were } 
And in thy confular triumphal fhow, 
Let thefe before thy father's ftatues go ; 
Place them before the enHgns of the Hate, 
As choofing rather to be good than great. 
Convince the world that you 're devout and true. 
Be juft in all you fay, and all you do ; 
Whatever be your birth, you 're fure to be 
A peer of the Erft magnitude to me: 

Rome 
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Rome for your fake (hall pulh her coiK|iieib on. 
And bring new titles home from nations won, 
To dignify fo eminent a fon. 
With your bleft name ihall every region found, 
Loud as mad Egypt, when her priefts have found 
A new Onris for the ok they drown'd. 

But who will call. thofc noble, who deface. 
By meaner a6ls, the glories i)f their race ; 
Whofe only title to our fathers* fame 
Is couch'd in the dead letters of their name? 
A dwarf as well may for a giant pafs ; 
A negro for a fwan ; a crook -back'd laie 
Be call*d Europa ; and a cur may bear 
The name of tiger, lion, or whate'cr 
Denotes the nobleft or the fierceft b^aft ; 
Be therefore careful, left the world in jeft 
Should thee juft fo with the mock titles greet. 
Of Camerinus, or of conqucr'd Crete, 

To whom is this advice and cenfure due > 
Rubellius Plancus, 'tis applied to you ; 
Who think your perfon iecond to divine, 
Becaufe defcended from the Dru-fian line ; 
Though yet you no illuftrious aft have done. 
To make the world diftinguifh Julia's fon 
From the vile ofFspring of a trull, who fits 
By the town wall, and for a living knits. 
** You are poor rogues (you cry) die bafer fcum 
*' And inconfiderable dregs of Rome; 
** Who know not from what corner of the earth 
" The obfcure wretch, who got you, ftole bis birth ; 

" Mine 
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** Mine I derive from Cecrops** May your Grace 

Live and enjoy the fplendor of your race ! — 
Vet of thefe bafe plebeians we have known 
Some, who, by charming eloquence, have grown 
Great ienators, and honours to that gown : 
&ome at the bar with fubtilty defend 
Xlie caufe of an unlearned noble friend j 
Or on the bench the knotty laws untie : 
Others their ifaronger youth to arms apply. 
Go to Euphrates, or thoie forces join 
Which garrifon the conqucfts near the Rhine. 
While you, Rubellius, on your birth rely j 
Though yoru refemble your great family 
No more, than thofe rough ftatues on the road 
(Which we call Mercuries) are like that God: 
Youi* blockhead though excels in this alone, 
You are a living ftatue, that of fione. 

Great Son of Troy, who ever prais'd a hesJk 
For being of a race above the reft. 
But rather meant his courage, and his force ? 
To give an icftance— We commend a horfe * 

(Without regard of palture or of breed) 
For his undaunted metde and his fpeed ; 
Who wins moft plates with greateft eaie, and firft 
Prints with his hoofs his conquefts on the dufU 
But if fleet Dragon's progeny at laft 
Prove jaded, and in frequent matches cafty 
No favour for the iUllion we retain. 
And no refpedt for the degenerate ilrain ; 

The 
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The worthlcft brute is from New-Market brought 
And at an under-rate in Smithfield bought. 
To turn a mill, or drag a loaded life 
Beneath two panniers and a baker's wife. 

That we may therefore you, not yours^ admire 
Firfl, Sir, fome honour of your own acquire j 
Add to that ftock which juftJy we beftow 
On thofe blcft (hades to whom you all things owe. 

This may fufBce the haughty youth to ihame, 
Whofc fwelling veins (if >^e may credit fame) 
Burft almoft with the vanity and pride 
That their rich blood to Nero's is ally*d : 
The rumour's likely; for " We feldom find 
** Much fenfe with an exalted fortune join'd." 

But Ponticus, I would not you fhould raile 
Your credit by hereditary praife ; 
Let your own afts immortalife your name j 
** 'Tis poor relying on another's fame;" 
For, take the pillars but away, and all 
The fuperftru6ture muft in ruins fall ; 
As a vine droops, when by divorce remov'd 
From the embraces of the elm (he lov'd. 

Be a good foldicr, or upright truftee. 
An arbitrator from corruption free. 
And if a witnefs in a doubtful caufe, 
"Where a brib'd judge means to elude the laws ; 
Though Phalaris's brazen bull were there, 
And he would di£bte what he 'd have you (wear, 
Be not fo profligate, but rather chu(e 
To guard your honour, and your life to lofe, 

B 
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Rather than let your virtue be betray *d j 
Virtue the nobleft caufe for which you 're made. 

" Improperly we meafure life by breath ; 
** Such do net truly live who merit death ;" 
Thpugh they dicir wanton fenfes nicely pleafc 
With ail the charms of luxury and eafc j 
Though mingled flowers adorn their carelefs hrow. 
And round them coflly fweets ne^le6led flow» 
As if they in their funeral date were laid. 
And to the world, as they 're to virtue, dead. 
When you the province you expeft, obtain. 
From pafliion and from avarice refrain j 
Let oUf'.afrociates poverty provoke 
Thy geneioiiis heart not to increaiib their yoke. 
Since richei caniHlTefcue fron>the eravc, 

"^mbich claims alike the monarch and the (lave. 

To wnit the laws enjoin, fubmillion pay ; 
And what the S^tc fhali command, obey. 

^Jjnltwhat rewards upon the good attend > • 

^|fid,iul^ thofc fall unpitied who offend t 
Tut^ and.Capito may warnings be. 
Who felt me thunder of the States decree^ 

<J^ robbing the Cecilians, though they 

''^(Likc Icfler pikes) only fubfift on prey.. 
But what avails the rigour of their doom ? 
Which cannot future violence o'ercome» 

Nor give tjie miferable province eafe, 

Since what one plunderer left, the next will feize. 

* Cherippus then, in time yourfelf bethink, 

.And what your rags will yield by audion, fmk j. 

T iJe'cr 
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Ne'er put yourfelf to charges to complain 

Of wrong which heretofore you 4id fuftain. 

Make not a voyage to dete6l the theft : 

'Tis mad to lavifli what their rapine left* : i 

When Rome at firft our rich allies fubdued*' 
From gentle taxes noble fpoils accrued ; "^ . 

Each wealthy province, but in part oppreft^ 
Thought the lofs trivial, and enjoj'd the reft. * 
All treafuries did then with heaps abound ; 
In every wardrobe coftly filks were found 5 
The leaft apartrnent of the meaneil houfe 
Could all the wealthy pride of art prodmce ; 
Piftures which from Parrhafius did receive 
Motion add warmth ; Huid (latiies tau|ift to Ave; 
Some Polyclcte's, fome Myron's wcim'decht'dy 
In others "Phidias' mafter-picce appcar*d ; ^^ 

And crowding plate did on the cupboard ihind, 
Embofs'd by curious Mentor's artful imnd. 
Prizes like thefc oppreilbrs might invite, . 1^^ 

Thefe Dolabella*s rapine did excite, \' 

Thefe Antony for his own theft thou^ fit,- 
Vcrres for thefe did facrilege commit ; 
And when their reigns were ended, (hips fuU frsQ, 
The hidden fruits of their exa6Hon bcought. 
Which made in peace a treafure richer far. 
Than what is plundefd in the rage of war. 

This was of old ; but our confederates now 
Have nothing left but oxen for the plough. 
Or fome few mai'es referv'd alone for breeds 
Yet left tlus pio^idcot defi^ Axcceed, 

1 
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J drive tha- father of fbe herd away, 
dng both ftalUon ^nd his pafture prey. 
Ir rapine i^/o abjc^ and prophane, 
7 not fron^ trifles nor fiom Gods refrain ; . 
the poor Lares from the niches (eize^ 
ley ^ little images that pleafe. 
i are the fpcnls which how provoke the^thaft, 
1 at4 the graptefl, nay» they Ve all that 's left, 
lius may youCodnth or weak Rhodes ogprcfs^ 
o dare not bravely what they feel redrefs : 
how can fops thy tyranny control, -1^ 

mooth limht are fymptoms of a fervile fonU*' 
trefpafs not too far on fturdy Spain, 
.vonia^F^^lMK^ ; thy gripes &om thofe rellrain, 
QiwillwMnr iweat Rome's Im^ury maintain, 
r (Skid us plenty, while our wanton day 
viCh'd at the Circus, octheplay. 
, fhould yoUftQ extortion be inclined, 
I* cruel guilt will little booty find, 
ei^leaning Marius has already feiz'd 
that from fun-burnt Afric can be fqueez'd. 
ut, above all, " Be careful to with-hold 
Aur talons from the wretched and the bold ; 
dnpt not the brave and needy to defpair ; 
or, though your violence fhould leave them bare 
f gold and filver, fwords and darts remain, 
.nd will revenge the wrongs which they fuilain ; 

"he plunder*d ftill have arms .** 

hinknot the precept I have here hid down 
>Dd; uncertain notion of my own i 

T a No 
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No, 'tis a Sibyl'8 leaf what I'itlate, 
As fix'd and fun, as the dtcrees of fate. 

Let none but men of honour you atteo^; 
Choofe him that has moft viitue for your fnendi. 
And give no way to any darling youdi 
To fell your favour, and penrert the truth. ^ 
Rccl^m your wife from ftroBiDg up and dbwn^ 
To all uSBiet and through CTcry town , ^ 

Witi\ clav*» like harpies, eager for the prey 
( For which your juftice and your fame will pay). ' "^ 

K eep youiielf free from fcandals fuch as thefe ;. L»y 

Then trace your birth from Picus, if ycy pleaie : /^^ 
If he 's too modem, and your pride a^pi^e Ah 

To feek the author of your being highcfi*!. » '* ^1 

Choofe any Titan who the Gods withftdodA^ . 
To be the founder of your ancient blood, 
Prometheus, and that race before the flood. 
Or any other ftory you can find ^j^ 

From heralds, or in poets, to your mind. -^^V 

But fhould you prove ambitious, luflful, vain; ' k 
Or could you fee with plcafure anddifdain. 
Rods broke on out afTociates bleeding backs. 
And heads-men labouring till they blunt their ax; 
Your father*s glory will your fin proclaim, ^ ^ • < 

And to a clearer light expofe your fhame ; 
«*. For ftill more public fcandal vice extends, 
*' As.he is great and noble who ojSfends." 

How dare you then your high extra£lion plead > 
Yet blulh not when you go to forge a deed, 

In 
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In die fame temple which yolic^widlire built ; 
*Makix^^s (latue privy to tbegitilt*.. 
Or in a bawdy mafqu^Fade aie led * > 
Muffled by night to fome polluted bed. 

Fat Lateranus does his revels keep 
Where his forefathers peaceful afhes deep; 

t Driving himfelf a chariot dbwn the hill. 
And (though a conful) links himfelf the wheel : 

To do him juftice, 'tis indeed by night, 

Yet the mo6n fees, and every fmaller light 

Pries as a witnefs of the fhameful fight, 
• Nay when his year of honour 's ended, foon 

Be '11 leave that nicety, and mount at noon ; 
||^or bluih fhould he fome grave aquaintance meet. 

But, proud of being known, will jerk and greet : ». 

An^%lien his fellow-beafts are weary grown. 

He *il play the groom, give oats, and rub them down. , 
-. Jl» after Numa*s ceremonial way, 
'"'THTe at Jove*s altar would a viftim flay, 

•To no clean goddefs he dire6\s his prayers. 

But by Hippona moft devoutly fwears, 

Or Ifomc rank deity, whofc filthy face 

Wc fuitably o'er (linking ftablcs place. 

When he has run his length, and docs begin 

To fleer his courfc direftly for the inn 

(Where they have watch'd, cxpe6ting him all night), • • 

A greafy Syrian, ere he can alight, • 

Prefents him effence, while his courteous hod 

(Well knowing nothing by good-breeding 's loll) - 
T 3 Tags 
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*Tags ev*ry ientence i^^ feme fawning word* 
Such as " My Kiog, Mjr Prince," at leaft ** JV^NLflrii* 
And a ti^t maidtTBie be for wine can a(k» 
GuelTes his meaning, and umuls the fiaik. 
Some, friends to vice, induftriouily defend 
Thefe innocent diwriions, and pretend 
That I the tricks of youth teo roughly blame» 
Alledging that wlien youn^Sve did the (ame. 
I grant we did, yet when that age was paft, 
The frolic humour did no longer iaft ; 
We did not cherifh and indulge die crime : 
What 's foul in a6bng, (hould be left in time. 
'Tis true, feme faults, of courfe, with childhood end^l 
We therefore wink at wags when they offend, 7 /t 

A«d 4>are the boy, in hopes the man may mend. J 

But Lateranus (now his vigorous age ■> 

Should prompt him for his country to engage, 
The circuit of our empire to extend. 
And all our lives in Cxfar's to defend) 
Mature in riots, places his delight 
All day in plying bumpers, and at night 
Reels to the bawds, over whofe doors are fet 
Pictures and bills, with *' Here are whores to let.'' 
Should any defperate unexpe6led fate 
Summon all heads and hands to guard the ftate, 
Cseiar, fend quickly to fecurc the port ; 
** But whereas the general ? where does he refert ?" 
Send to the futler*s ; there y* are fure to find 
The bully matcb'd with rafcais of hiskind> 

QuackS; 
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Qjjacks, coffin-makers; f ugitl^ and failors ; 
Rooks,i9yiiinon foldiersy.hanginep, thieves, and tailors { 
With Cybele's pricfts, who^ wegrjJjJLwith proceflion.s, 
Drink there, and Aeep with knavti of all profeflions, 
A friendly gang ! each equal ta the beil ; 
And all, who can, have liberty to jefl : 
One flaggon walks the rouf^, that none fhould think 
. They either change, or £ai^ him of his drink : .# 
And, lei^ exceptions m,^ for place be found*. » /' . 
Their ftools are all alike, their table round. 

What think you, Ponticus, yourfelf might do^ 
Should any Have fo lewd belong to you ? 
No doubt, you 'd fend the rogue iiiJGBttcrs bound 
To work in Bridewell, or to plough your ground : 
But, nobles, you who trace your birth from Troy» 
Think* you the great prerogatiwinjoy 
Of doing ill, Ijy virtue of that race ; 
As if what we cftecm in coblers baib, 
Would the high family of Brutus grace. 

Shameful are thefo examples, yet we find 
(To Rome's difgrace) far worfe than thefe behind j 
Poor Damaflppus, whom we once have known 
Fluttering with coach and fix about the town, 
Is forc'd to make the flage his laft retreat, 
And pawns his voice, the all he has, for meat : 
For now he muiik (fmce his cflate is lofl) 
Or reprefent, or l^ himfelf, a gholt : 
And Lcntulus a6ts hanging with fuch art,. 
Were I a judge, he fliould not feign the part,. 

T 4 Nor 
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Nor would I their vile infolence acquit, 1 

Who can with patience, naydivcrfion, fit, fft: ' 

Applauding my lofd's bufibonry for wit. J 

And clapping farces a€led by the court. 

While the peers cufF, to make the rabble iport : 

Or hirelings, at a prize, their fortunes try ; 

Certain to fall unpity*d if they die ; 

Since none can have the fistvothable thought 

That to obey a tyrant's will they fought, 

But that their lives they willingly expofe. 

Bought by the Praetors to adorn their fliows. 

Yet fay, the ftage and lifts were both in fight. 
And you muft eithirchoofe to aft, or fight ; 
Death never fure bears fuch a ghaftly fliape. 
That a rank coward bafely would efcape 
By playing a foul harlbt's jealous tool. 
Or a feign'd Andrew to a real fool. 
Yet a peer a6lor is no monftrous thing, 
Since Rome has own'd a fidler for a king : 
After fuch pranks, the world itfelf at beft 
May be imagined nothing but a jeft. 

Go to the lifts where feats of arms are fhown, n 
There you '11 find Gracchus (from patrician) grown > 
A fencer and the fcandal of the town. J 

Nor will he the Mirmillo's weapons bear. 
The modeft helmet he difdains to wear j 
As Rctiarius he attacks his foe j 
Jiril waves his trident ready for the throw, 

Mat 



^v 



IMITATION OF JUVENAL, ati 

Next cafts his net, but neither level'd right, "J 

9r4Se Hares about exposed to public fight, > 

* Then places all his fafety in his flight* J . 

Room for the noble gladiator ! See 

His coat and hatband (hew his quality. 

Thus when at laft the brave Mirmillo knc^v 

'Twas Gracchus was the wretch he did purfue. 

To conquer fuch a coward griev'd him more. 

Than if he many glorious wdunds had bore. 
Had we the freedom to exprefs our mind, 

There *s not a wretch fo much to vice indin'd. 

But will own, Seneca did far excel 

His pupil, by whofe tyranny he fell s' 

To expiate whofe complicated guilt, 

ith fome proportion to the bktod he fpilt, 

&ome fhould more ferpents, apes, and facks provide^ 

Than one for the compendious parricide. 

'Tis true, Orefles a like crime did a6l ; 

Yet weigh thecaufe, there 's difierence in the fa&: 

He flew his mothet at the gods' command. 

They bid him ftrik«, and did dare£^ his hand ; 

To puniih falfliood, and appeaie the ghoil 

Of his poor father treacheroufly loft, 

Juft in the minute when the flowing bowl 

With a full tide enlarg'd his chearful foul. 

Yet kiird he not his filler, or his wife, 

Nor aim'd at any near relation's life ; 

Oreftes, in the heat of all his rage, 

lilc'er play 'd or fung upon a public ftage i 

Never 
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Never on verfe did hit wiid thoughts employe 
To paint the horrid ficene of burning Troy, 
Like Ncroy who, to xaife his fancy higher. 
And finilh the great work, fct Rome on fire. 
Such crimes make treafbn juft, a^d might corope!; 
Virginrus, Vindex, Galba, t» rebel; 
For what could Nero's felf have a£^ed worie 
To aggravate the wretched nation's curfe ? 

Thefe are the bleft endowments, ihidies, arts^ 
Which exerciie our mighty Emperor's parts ^ 
Such froUcks with his roving genius fuit,. 
On foreign theatres to proftitutc 
His voice and honour, for the poor renown 
Of putting all the Grecian. a6brs down, 
And winning at awake their parfley-crown. 
Let this triumphal chaplet find fome place 
Among the other trojiliies of thy race ^ 
By the Domitii s ftatues (hall be laid 
The habit and the imfk in which you play*d! 
Antigone's, or bold Thyeftes* part, 
(While your wild nature little wanted art) 
And on the marble pillar fhall be hung 
The lute to which the Royal Madman fung. 

Who, Catiline, can boail a nobler line 
Than thy lewd friend Cethegus's, and thine ? 
Yet you took arms, and did by night confpire 
To fct your houfes and our gods on fiie 
( An enterprize which might indeed become 
Our enemies, the Gauis» not fons of Romc> 
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To xecompeaie whoie btrbArout intent 
Pitch'd ihirts would be too mild a punishment) r 
But Tiilly, our wife conful, watcb'd the blow» 
With care difcover'd, and dtfar^i'd the foe ; 
TuUj, the humble muihroom, fcarcely known^. 
The lowly native <^ a country town 
(Who till of late could never reach the height 
Of being honoured as a Roman knight) , 
Throughout the trembling city placed a guards. 
Dealing a^ equal fhare to every ward^ 
And by the peaceful robe got more renown 
Within our walU, tIiftir7oung 0£bvius won 
Bf viftories at Aftium, or the plain 
pf Theffaly, difcolour'd by the llain : 
Ijbh therefore Rome in gratitude decreed 
The Father of his Country, which he frecd^^ 

Marius (another confttl we admire) 
In the fame village bom, firft plowed for hire j 
Hit next advance was to the foidi^s trade. 
Where, if he did not nimbly ply the fpade. 
His fui-ly ofEcer ne'er fail'd to crack 
His knotty cudgel on his tougher back : 
Yet he alone feeur'd the tottering fiate, 
Withilood the Cimbrians, and redeem'd' our fate ; 
So when the eagles to their quarry fle%v 
(Who never fuch a goodly banquet knew) 
Only a fecond laurel did adorn ^ ' 

His colleague Catulus, though nobly born ; 
He fhar*d the pride of the triumphal bay, 
But Marius won the glory of the day. 
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From a mean fiock die pious Decii came. 
Small their eftatet, aad vulgar was their name ; 
Yet fuch their viriues, that their lofs alone 
For Rome and ail our legions did atone $ 
Their -country's doom they by their own retiiev*d| 
Themfelves more wo^ than all the hoft they farM. 
The laft good king whom willing Rome obey'd, 
Was the poor offspring of a captive maid 5 
Yet he thofe robes of empire jliftly bore, 
^Which Romulus, our facred founder, ^voiet 
Nicely he gainWl, and well poiTeft the thi^ne, 1 

Kot for his father's merit, but his own, 
And reign'd, himfelf a family alone. J 

When Tarquin, his proud fucceifor, was quell'di 
And with him Luft and Tyranny expell'd. 
The confuls fons (who, for their country's good, 
And to inhance the honour of their blood. 
Should haveaflerted what their father won. 
And, to confirm that liberty, have done 
Aftions which Codes might have wifh'd his own 
What might to Mutius wonderful appear. 
And what bold Clelia might with envy hear) 
Open'd the gates, endeavouring to reflore 
Their, banilh'd king, and arbitrary power : 
Whilft a poor Have, with fcarce a name, betray'd 
The horrid ills thefe well-born rogues had laid j 
Who therefore for their treafon juftly bore 
The rods and ax, ne'er us'd in Rome before. 

If you have flrength Achilles' arms to bear. 
And courage to fuilain a ten years warj 

Thoug 
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Though foul Therfites got thee, tb«ni ihalt be 
More lov'd by all, and more efteem'd hy me. 
Than if by chance you from fome hdno came, 
In nothing like your father but his name. 
, Boaft then your blood, and your long lineage ftrctch 
As h%h as ^ome,'and its great founders reach; 
Tou '11 find^ in thefe hereditary tales, ' 
Your antcftors the fcum of broken*^ j^ils r 
And RmduIus, your honour's ancient fource. 
But a |mr,4i^epherd*s boy, or fomething worfe. 
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DEAR Molly, why ib oft in tears f 
. Why'dll thefe jcalouiies aadi^ears. 
For thy bold Son of Thunder? '■ 
Have patience till we've conquered Fraiice^ 
Thy diofet ihall be flor'd with Nantz -, 
Ye ladies like fuch plunder, 
tj^ 11. 

^ Before Toulon thy yoke-mate lies^ 
Where all the live-long night he fighs 

For thee in loufy cabin : 
And though the Captain's Chloe cries, 
" *Tis I, dear Bully, pr'ythce rife"— •— ... . 

, lie will not let the drab in. 
' ■ ' III. But 
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III. 

« 

But (he, the cuxud&g'ft jade alive^ 
Says, 'tis the ready way to thrive, : 

By fharing female bounties : *' 

And, if he'll be but kind one nigltty > 

She vows he (ball be dubb'd a knight, - ^ 

When (he ii iiHlilB^^ countefs. -^t^**^ 

.. ♦■V. ,-|. • ■ 

IV. ^ ' ^ 

Then teljs of imooth young pages whipp'd. '* 
Cafhicr*d, "ind of -their liveries (faripp'd i ^ 

Who late to peers belonging. 
Are nightly now coonpeird to thUdge 
With links, becaufe they would not drudge 

To fave their ladies longing. 
V. 
But Val the eunuch cannot be 
A colder cavalier than he. 

In all fuch love-advidtiires :"' ' * 

Then pray do yoD, dear Molly, take 
:Sonie Chriftian care, and do not break. 

Your conjugal indentures. 

VI. - 

Bellair ! (who dees not Bellair know ( 
The wit, the beauty, and the beau) 

Gives out, he loves you dearly : 
And many a nymph attack'd with fighs, *'^- 
And foft impertinence and noife, .^ 

Full oft has beat a parley. 

VIL 
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vn. 

Jut, pretty turtfle, when the blade r 
khall come with amorous ferenade. 

Soon from the window rate him ; 
lut if reproof wijl not prevail, 
\nd he perchance attempt to fcale 

Difeharge tk* Jordan at hira.^ '^^^ 

HORACE. BOOK TV.,p.pE IX^ 

I. ,,, .v^ 

FTERSEft immortal as mf Iwys I (ing, 
^ Whetf fuhed to my trembling ftring : 
Vhen by ftrange art both voice and lyre agree 
To make one pleadng harmony. 
^11 poets are by dieir blind captain led, 

(For none e'er had die facvfkgifms pride 
To tear the weli-plac'd laurel fwm hat aged head.) 

Yet Pindar's rolling cBthyrsmbic tide 
fathilillthi«praife, that noneprefume to fly 
Ae him, but £ag too low, or ibar too high. 
Still does Steiichorus^s tongue 
Sing Tweeter than the bird whkh on it hung, 
Anacreon n'er too old can grow, 
Ldve from every verfe docs flow ; 
Still Sappho's firings do ieem to xnove^ 
liiftru£Un£ all^her (ex to love. 

t IL Gulden 
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IL 
Golden rings of flowing hair 
More than Helen did enfnare ^ 
Others a prince's grandeur did admire^ 
Andy wondering, melted to de(ire. 
Not only Ikilful Teucer knew 
To dire£t arrowi fftan the bended Jpw^ 

Troy more than once did fall, ^ 

Though hireling gods rebuilt its noddicg wait- j 
Was Sthen^us; die only valiant he, | 

A fubjeft fit ior lafting poetry ? 
Was Hector that prodigious man alone. 
Who, to fave others lifci^ expos'd his owa? 
Was only he fo brave to dare his faijp, 1 
And be the pillar of a tottering ftate ? 
No ; others bury'd in oblivion lie. 

As filcnt as their grave, 
Becaufe no charitable poet gVfe- 
Their well-deferved immortality^ 



) 



ni. 

Virtue with iloth, and cowards with the braw,. 
Are Icvcl'd in th* impartial grave. 
If they no poet have. 

• But I '.vill lay my mufic by. 

And bid the mournful ftrings in (ilence lie ; 
XJnlefs my longs begin and end with you, 
To whom my ftrings, to whom my fongs, are due. 
No pride does with your rifing honours grow, 
you m?ekjy look on fugpliant crowds below. 

Should 
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Should fortune change your happy ftate, 
You could admire, yet envy not, the great* 
Your equal hand holds an unbiased fcale. 
Where no rich vices, gilded baits, prevail : 
You with a generous honeily d^fpife 
What all the meaner world fo dearly prize r 
Nor does yoiu* virtue difappear. 
With the fmall circle of one fliort-liv'd year : 
**-?Others, like comets, vifit and away ; "1 " 

^ Your luftre, great as theirs, finds no decay, I 

^^ But with the conftant Sun makes an eternal day. J 

IV. 
f ^ We barbarouily call thofe bleft. 

Who arc of largeft tenements polTeft, 
> Whilft fwelling coffers break their owner's reft, 
More truly happy thofe, who can 

k Govern that little empire, Man ; 
Bridle their paflions and dire6l their will 
Through all the glittering paths of charming ill ; 
Who fpend their treafure freely as 'twas given 

(By the large bounty of indulgent heaven j 
J. Who, in a fixt unalterable ftate, 
/ fithile at the doubtful tide of Fate, 
And fcorn alike her friend fnip and her hate j 
Who poifon lefs than falfliood fear. 
Loth to purchflfe life fo dear ; 
But kindly for their friend embrace cold Death, 
And fcal their ^uunti y 's love with their departing breath. 
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ik9o STBPN»Y»S POEMS. 

Translation of the following Verse 
L U C A N. 

*' Vi6brix cauia Diis placuit, fed viQasL Gatoni.' 

The Gods and Cato did in this divide. 

They choofe the conquering, he the conquered fide 



TO MR. EDMUND SMITl 

'AJf U N, rarely credit Common Fame, 
"*•'■*• Unheeded let her praifb or blame ; 
As whimfies guide the goffip tatties 
Of wits, of beauties, and of battles ; 
To-day the warrior's brow Ihe crowns, 
For naval fpoils, and taken towns ; 
To-morrow all her fpitc fhc rallies, 
And votes the viftor to the gallies. 

Nor in her vifits can fhc fpare 
The reputation of the fair. 
For inftance : — Chloe's bloom did boaft 
A while to be the reigning toaft; 
Lean he6lic fparks abandon'd bohea, 
And in beer-glaffes pledg'd to Chloe s 
What fops of figure did fhe bring 
To the Front-boxes and the Ring ? 
While nymphs of quality look fullen. 
As breeding wives, or moulting puUen. 
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Bleft charmer (he, till prying Fame 
Incog, to Mifs's toilet cams ; 
Where in the gaily -pots ihe fpy'd 
LUifis and rofes, that defy'd 
The frofl of a^e, with certain pickles 
They call — Cofmetics for die freckles : 
Away Ihc flew with what (he wanted. 
And told at Court that Chloe painted. 
/ ** Then who*d on Common Fame rely^ 
/ •* Whofe chief employment's to decry ? 
** A cogging, fickle, jilting female, 
"As ever ply*d at fix in the Mall j 
** The father of all fibs begat her 
" On fome old newfinan's fufty daughtcr/*^ 

O Captain ! Taifcz-vous — 'twere hard 
Her novels ne*er fhould have regard : 
One proof I'll in her favour give. 
Which none but you will diibelieve. 

When Phoebus fent her to recite 
The praifes of the moft polite, 
Whole fcenes have been, in every age» 

(The glories of the Britifli ftage ; 
Then fhe, to rigid truth confin'd, 
'■ Your name with lofty Shakefpcare join'd ; 
And, fpeaking as the God directed. 
The praife (he gave was unfufpedted. 
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THE SPELL. 

^TTHENE'ER I wive, young Strephon cr 

^^ Ye powers that o'er the nooie prefide ! 
Wit, beauty, wealth, and humour, give, 
Or let me ftill a rover live : 
But if all thefe no nymph can fharc, 
And I'm predeftin'd to the fnare. 
Let mine, ye powers ! be doubly fair. 

Thus pray'd the fwain in heat of blood, 
Whilft Cupid at his elbow flood ; 
And twitching him, faid, Youth, be wife, 
Aik not impoffibilities : 
A faultlefs make, a managed wit. 
Humour and fortune never met : 
But if a beauty you'd obtain. 
Court fome bright Phyllis of th^ brain ; 
The dear idea long enjoy. 
Clean is the blifs, and will not cloy. 
But trull me, youth, for I'm fincerc. 
And know the ladies to a hair : 
Howe'er fmall poets whine upon it, 
In madrigal, and fong, and fonnet. 
Their beauty 's but a Spell, to bring 
A lover to th' inchanted ring ; 
Ere the fack poflet is digefted. 
Or half of Hymen's taper wafted. 
The winning air, the wanton trip, 
The tadiant eye, the velvet lip, 

I 
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From which you fragrant kiffes ftole, 
And feem to fuck her fpringing foul.-— 
Thcfc, and the reft, you doted on, 

Are naufeous or infipid grown ; 
The Spell diflblves, the cloud is gone. 

And Sachari£a turns to Joan. 



ELEGY 
UPON THE DEATH OF TIBULLUS. 

FROM OVID. 

T F Memnon's fate, bewaiPd with conftant dew, 
■*• Does, with the day, his mother's grief renew ; 
If her fon*8 death mov'd tender Thetis* mind 
To fwell with tears the waves, with fighs the wind j 
If nlighty Gods can mortals' forrow know. 
And be the humble partners of our woe ; 
Now loofe your trefles, penfive Elegy, 
(Too well your office and your name agree) 
Tibullus, once the joy and pride of Fame, 
Lies now rich fuel on the trembling flame. 
Sad Cupid now defpairs of conquering hearts, 
Throws-by his empty quiver, breaks his darts j 
Safes his ufelefs bows from idle firings, 
2»Ior flies, but humbly creeps with flagging wings. 
He wants, of which he robb'd fond lovers, reft. 
And wounds with furious hands his peniive breaft. 

U 3 Thofc 
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Thofe graceful curls which ^^^ntonly did flow, 
The whiter rivals of the falling fnow, 
Forget their beauty, and in difcord lie. 
Drunk with the fountain from his melting eye. 
Not more iEneas* iofs the boy did move ; 
Like paflions for them both, prove equal love# 
Tibullus* death grieves the feir goddefs more, 1 
More fwells her. eyes, than when the favage boar > 
Her beautiful, licr lov'd Adonis tore. J 

Poets large fouls heaven's noblefl flamps do bear 
(Poets, the watchful angels darling care) : 
Yet death (blind archer) that no difference knows, 
Without refpeft his roving arrows throws. 
Nor Phoebus, nor the Muies* queen, could give 
Their (on, their own prerogative, to live. 
Orpheus, the heir of both his parents' £kiil, 
Tam'd wondering beads, and Death's more cruel will. 
Linus' fad fbrings on the dumb lut^ do Ue, 
In filence forc'd to let their mafter die. 
Homer (the fpring to whom we poets owe 
Our little all does in fweet numbers flow) 
Remains immortal only in his fame. 
His works alone furvive the envious flame. 

In vain to Gods (if Gods there are) we pray. 
And necdlefs vL6iims prodigally pay, 
Worfhip their ileeping deities : yet Death 
Scorns votaries, and flops the praying breath. 
To hallovv'd fhrines intruding Fate will come. 
And drag you from the altar to thie tomb. 



} 
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Go, frantic poet, with dclu(ions fed. 
Think laurels guard your confccrated head,, 
Kow the fwcet inafter of your art is dead. 
What can r\ve hope ? fince that z narrow fpair 
Can meafure the remains of thee, great man ! 
The bold raih flame that durft approach fo ni^. 
And fee Tibullus, and not trembling die, 
Duril feize on temples^ and their gods defy. 
Fair Venus (fair e/n in fuch forrows) ftands,. 
Cloiing her. heavy eyes with trembling hffnds r 
Anon, in vain, officioufly fhe tries 
To quench the flame with rivers from her eye»» 

His mother weeping does his eye-lids clofe. 
And on his urn tears, her laft gift, beftows^ 
His iifter too, with hair difhevel'd, bears 
Part of her mother's nature, and her tears. 

With thofe, two fair, two mournful rivals come. 
And add a greater triumph to his tomb : 
Both hug his urn, both hie lov'd aihes Icifs, 
And both contend which rcap'd the greater blifs. 
Thus DeKa fpoke (when fighs no more could laft)^ 
Renewing by remembrance pleafures paft j 
" When youth with vigour did for joy combine^ 
" I was Tibullus' life, Tibullus mine : 
" I cntertain'd his hot, his firft defire, 
" And kept alive, till age, his a£tive fire." 
To her then Nemcfis (when groans gave leavc)^ 
" As I alone was lov'd, alone I'll grieve : 
'* Spare your vain tears, 'Tibullus' heart was mlnc^ 
^ About my neck his dying anus did twine ; 

U4 ^Ifnatch'd 
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** I fnatch'd his foul, which true to me did prove : 

'^ Age ended yoursy death only fto];^'d my love." 

If any poor remains furvive the flames. 
Except thin ihadows, and more empty names; 
Tree in Elyfium fhall Tibullus rove, 
Nor fear a fecond death ihould crofs his love. 
There fhall Catullus, crown'd with bays, impart. 
To his far dearer friend his open heart: 
There Gallus (if Fame's hundred tongues all lye) 
Shall, free from cenfure, no more rafhly die. 
Such fhall our poet's blefl companions be. 
And in their deaths, as in their lives, agree. 
But thou, rich urn, obey my flri£^ commands. 
Guard thy great charge firom facrilegious hands; 
Thou, Earth, Tibullus' afhes gently ufe. 
And be as foft and eafy as his Mufe, 

TO THE EVENING STAR. 
Englifhed from a Greek Idyllium, 

BRIGHT Star ! by Venus fix'd above 
To rule the happy realms of love j 
Who in the dewy rear of day. 
Advancing thy diftinguifh'd ray, 
Dofl other lights as far out-fhine 
As Cynthia's filver glories thine j 
Known by fuperior beauty there. 
As much as Fsiftorella heret 

Exert. 



TO THE EVENING STAR. 3197 
Exert, bright liar, thy friendly light. 
And guide me through the dulky night ; 
Defrauded of her beams, the Moon 
Shines dim, and will be vanilh'd foon. 
I would not rob the Ihepherd's fold j 
I feck no mifer's hoarded gold ; 
To find a nymph, I*m forc'd to ftray. 
Who lately Hole my heart away. 
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PREFACE. 

IT has been fo ufual among modem authors to write 
prefaces, that a man is thought rude to his reader, 
who does not give him fome account before -hand of 
what he is to expetl in the book. 

The greateft part of this colle£lion confifls of amo- 
rous verfes. Thofe who are converfant with the writ- 
ings of the ancients, will obferve a great difference be- 
tween wh^t they and the moderns have publi/hed upon 
this fubjeft. The occafions upon which the poems of 
the former are written, are fuch as happen to every man 
almofl that is in love ; and the thoughts fuch, as are na- 
tural for every man in love to think. The moderns^ 
on the other hand, have fought out for occaiiojis that 
none meet with but themfelves ; and fill their verfes 
with thoughts that are furprizing and glittering, but not 
tender, paflionate, or natural to a man in love. 

To judge which of thefe two are in the right ; we 
ought to confider the end that people propofe in writing 
love verfes : and that I take not to be the getting 
fame or admiration from the world, but the obtaining 
the love of their miftrefs ; and the beft way I conceive 
to make her love you, is to convince her that, you love 
her. Now this certainly is not to be done by forced 
conceits, far-fetched fimilies, and (hining points ; but 
by a true and lively reprefentation of the pains and 
thoughts attending fuch a pafhon. 

u _si 
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** ■ Si vis mc Acre, dolendura eft 

<* Primula ipfi tila, tunc tua me i»fortunia lasdcnt." 

I would as ibon believe a widow in great grief for her 
huiband, becaufe I faw her dance a corant about bis 
coffin, as believe a man in love with his miftrefs for hi» 
writing fuch verfcs as fbme great modern wits have 
done upon theirs. 

I am fatisfied that Catullus, Tibullus, Pk*opcrtius, 
and Ovid, were in love with their miftrefles while they 
upbraid them, quarrel with them, threaten them, aaJ 
forfwear them j but I confcfs I cannot bclie^'e Petrarch 
in love with his, when he writes conceits upon her name, 
her gloves, and the place of her birth. I know it is 
natural for a lover, in tranfports of jcaloufy, to treat 
his miftrefs with all the violence imaginable ; but I 
cannot think it natural for a man, who is much in love, 
to amufe himfelf with fuch trifles as the other. I am 
pleafed with Tibullus, when he fays, he could live in a 
dcfart with his miftrefs where never any human foot- 
fteps appeared, becaufe I doubt not but he really thinks 
what he fays : but I confefs I can hardly forbear laugh- 
ing when Petrarch tells us, he could live without any 
other fuftenancc than his miftrefs's looks. I can very 
eafily believe a man may love a woman fo well as to dc- 
fire no company but hers j but I can never believe a 
man can love a woman fo well as to have no need of 
meat and drink if he may look upon her. The firft is a 
thought fo natural for a lover, that there is no man 
, really in love, but thinks the fame thing j the other is 

not 
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not the thought of a man in love, but of a man who 
would impofe upon us with a pretended love (and 
that indeed very grofsly too) while he had really none 
at all. 

It would be endlefs to purfue this point ; and any 
man who will but give himfelf the trouble to compare 
what the antients and modems have {aid upon the fame 
occafions, will fuon perceive the advantage the former 
have over the others. I have chofen to mention Pe- 
trarch only, as being by much the moft famous of all 
the modems who have written love-veries : and it is, 
indeed, the great reputation which he has gotten, that 
has given encouragement to this falfe foit of wit in the 
world-: for people, feeing the great credit he had, and 
has indeed to this day, not only in Italy, but over 
all Europe, have fatisfied themfelvcs with the imitation 
of him, never enquiring whether the way he took was 
the right or not. 

There arc no modern writers, perhaps, who have 
fucceeded better in love-verfes than the Englifti j and it 
is indeed jufl that the faireft ladies fhould infpire the 
beft poets. Never was there a more copious fancy or 
greater reach of wit than what appears in Dr. Donne ; 
nothing can be more gallant or genteel than the poems 
of Mr. Waller ; nothing more gay or fprightly than thofe 
of Sir John Suckling ; and nothing fuller of variety and 
learning than Mr. Cowley's. However, it may be ob- 
ferved, that among all thefe, that foftnefs, tendemcfs, 
and violence of pailion, which the ancients thought 
moft proper for lovc-verfes, is wanting : and at the fame 
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•time that we muft allow Dr. Donne to have been a Tery 
great wit J Mr. Waller a very gallant writer ; Sir John 
Suckling a very gay one ; and Mr. Cowley k great genius; 
yet methinks I can hardly fancy any one of them to 
liave been a very great lover. And it grieves me that 
the ancients y who could never have handfomer women 
than we have ihould neverthelefs be fo much more in 
love than we are. But it is probable the great reafon 
of this may be rht cruelty of our ladies ; for a roan 
muft be imprudent indeed to let his paiRon take very 
deep root, when he has no reafon to expe6k any foit d 
return to it. And if it be fo, there ought to be a 
petition made to the ^r, that they w^ould be plcafed 
fometimes to abate a little of their rigour for the propa- 
gation of good vcrfe. I do not mean that they Ihould 
confer their favours upon none but men of wit, that 
would be too great a confinement indeed ; but that they 
would admit them upon the fame foot with other people: 
and if they pleafe now and then to make the experiment, 
I fancy they will find entertainment enougii from the 
very variety of it. 

There are three forts of poems that are proper for love : 
paftorals, elegies, and lyric verfesj under which laft, 
I comprehend all fongs, odes, fonnets, madrigal •;» and 
ftanzas. Ofallthefc, paftoral is the loweft, and, upon 
that account, perhaps moft proper for ove fince it 
is tlic natu.c of t' at pajrion, to render tlie foul foft 
and humble. Thefe tlircc forts of poems ougiit to dift'cr, 
not only in their numbers, but in the defigns, and 
in every thought of them. Though we have no dif- 

ftrencc 



PREFACE. .305 

ierence hctweeu die vcrfcs of paftoraj and elegy in thp 
jRodem languages, yet the lumbers of the fiiit ouglip 
to be loofer and Dot fofonorous as the o^her; the thought^ 
more fiaiple, more eafy, and more humble.. The de- 
fign ought to be the i^cprefenting the life of a fliepherd, 
not only by talking of fheep and fields, but by Ihovvin^ 
Its the triith, fiacerhy^ and innpcenoc,,diat accon^pftoics 
that fort of life ; for though I know our mafters, 
Theocritus and Virgil, have not always conformed in 
this point of innocence ; Theocritus, in his Daphnis^ 
iiaving made his iove too wanton, and Virgil, in his 
Alexis, placed his pallion upon a boy ; yet (if we mar 
be allowed ^o cenfure thofe whom we mull always 
revtftoQc) I takfe both thofe things to be faults, in their 
poems, and lliould have been better plcafcd with the 
Alexis if it had been made to a woman ; and with the 
'Daphnis, if he had made his Ihepherds more modefl. 
When I give humility and modcfty as the charafter of 
paftorai^ it is not, however, but that a Ihepherd" may 
be allowed to boall of his pipe, his fongs, his flocks, 
and to {hew a contempt of his rival, as we fee both 
Theocritus and Virgil do. But this muft be ftill in 
fuch a manner as if the occafion offered itfelf, and was 
not fought, and proceeded rather from the violence of 
the Ihejpherd's pallion, than any natural pride or malice 
in him. 

There ought to be the fame difference obfervcd be- 
tween paftorals and elegies as between the life of the 
country and the court. In the firft, love ought to be 
xeprefcntcd as among ihepherds, in ilic other as among 
X j^cntleniCR, 
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gentlemen. They ought to be fmooth, clear, tender, 
and paifionate. The thoughts may be bold, more gay, 
and more elevated, than in padoral. The paffionsdiey 
reprefent, either more gallant or more violent, and Icfs 
innocent than the others. The fubjefts of them, prayers, 
praifes, expoflulations, quarrels, reconcilements, threat- 
nings, jealoufies, and in fine, all the natural efie6h of 
love. 

Lyricks maybe allowed to handle all the lame fubjcfb 
with elegy, but to do it however in a dififerent manner. 
An elegy ougnt to be fo entirely one thing, and every 
verfe ought fo to depend upon the other, that they 
Ihould not be able to fubfift alone ; or, to make ufe of 
the words of a ^ great modem critic, there muft be 

*' a juft coherence made 

** Between each thought, and the whole model laid, 

** So right, that every ftep may higher rife, 

** Like goodly mountains, till they reach the flues." 

Lyricks, on the other hand, though they ought to 
make one body as well as the other, yet may conlift of 
parts that are entire of themfelves. It being a rule in 
modern languages, that every ftanza ought to make up 
a complete fenfe without running into the other. Fre- 
quent fentences, which are accounted faults in elegies, 
are beauties here. Befides this, Malherbe, and the French 
poets after him, have made it a rule in the llanzas of 
fix lines, to make a paufc at the third j and in thofe of 

ten 
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«ti lines, at the third and the feventh. And it mud be 
*4}nfeft that this exaftnefs ' renders them much more 
nufical and harmonious ; though they have not always 
>een fo religious in obferving the latter rule as the 
-onner* 

But I am engaged in a very vain, or a very fooliih 
letign : thofe who are critics, it would be a pre- 
iimption in me to pretend I could inftru6l ; and to in- 
lru6t thofe who are not, at the (agie time I write myfelfy 
s (if I may be allowed to apply another man's 
imile) like felling arms to an enemy in time of war : 
hough there ought, perhaps, to be more indulgence 
hewn to things of love and gallantry than any others, 
^ecaufe they are generally written when people arc 
^oung, and intended for ladies who are not fuppofed to 
oe very old j and all young people, efpccially of the fair 
!ex, arc more taken with the livclinefs of fancy, than. 
:he correjSlncfs of judgment. It may be alfo obfcrved, 
:hat to write of love well, a man muft be really in 
love ; and to corre6i: his writings well, he muft be out 
y£ love again. I am well enough fatibfied I may be 
n circumftanccs of writing of love, but I am almoft in 
lefpair of ever being in circumllances of corre6ting it. 
This 1 hope may be a reafon for the fair and the 
^oung to pafs over fome of the faults ; and as for the 
^ravc and wiib, all the favour I fhall beg of tbem is, 
diat they would not read them. Things of this nature 
are calculati-J only for the former. If love-verfcs work 
upon the iadies, a man will not trouble himfelf with 
ifhat the critics fay of them : and if they do not, all 
X ft the 
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the commendations the critics can give him will matci 
but very little amends. All I (hall fay for thefe triflei 
isy thdt I pretend not to vie with any man whatfoever. 
I donbt not but there are fevcral now living who are 
able to write better on all fubie£^s than I am upon 
any one : but I will take the boldnefs to fay, that there 
is no one man among them all who (hall be readier to 
acknowledge bis own faults, or to do juftice to the 
merits of other people. 
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B Y 
WILLIAM WALSH, Efq. 

TO HIS BOOK. 

/^ O, little book, and tg th^ world impart 
^^ The faithful image of an amorous heart : 
Thofe who love's dear deluding pains have known 
May in my fatal ftorics read their own. 
Thofe who have livM from all its torments free. 
May find the thing they never felt, by mcr • 
Perhaps, ad vis 'd, avoid the gilded bait, 
And,warn*-d by my example, fbun my fate. 
While wit^ <a}m joy* fafe landed on the coaft, 
I view the waves on which I once was toft. 
Love is a medley of endearments, jars, 
Sulpicions, quarrels, reconcilements, wars; 
Then peace again. Oh ! would it not be beft 
To chace the fatal poifon from our breaft ? 
But, fince fo few can live from paflion free, 
Happy the man, and only happy he, 

X 3 Who 
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Who with fuch lucky ftars begins his love. 
That his cool judgment does his choice approve* 
111 -grounded p^ffions quickly wear away ; 
What 's built upon efteem can ne'er decay. 



THE UNRE^TARDED LOVER. 

T E T the dull Merchant curfe his angry fate, 

-"-^ And from the winds and waves his fortune wait : 

Let the loud Lawyer break his brains, and be 

A flave'to wrangling coxcombs, for a f ee : 

Let the rough Soldier fight his prince's foes. 

And for a livelihood his life expofe : 

I wage no war, I plead no caufe, but Love's ; 

I fear no ftorms but what Celinda moves. 

And what grave cenfor can my choice defpile ? 

But here, fair charmer, here the difference lies : 

The Merchant, after all his hazards paft, 

Enjoys the fruit of his long toils at laft ; 

The Soldier high in his king's favour ftands. 

And, after having long obey'd, commands j 

The Lawyer, to reward his tedious care. 

Roars on the bench, that babbled at the bar : 

While I take pains to meet a fate more hard. 

And reap no fruit, no favour, no reward. 
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E P I G R A M. 

Written in a Lady's Table-Book. 

WITH what ftrange raptures would my foul be 
bleft, 
Were but her book an emblem of her breafl ! 
As I from that all former marks eflFacc, 
And, uncontrol'd, put new ones in their place ; 
So might I chace all others from her heart. 
And my own image in the ftead impart. 
But, ah ! how fhort the blifs would prove, if he 
Who feiz^d it next, might do the fame by me ! 

ELEGY. 

THE POWER OF VERSE. 

TO HIS MISTRESS. 

TTTHILE thofe bright eyes fubduewhere-e'er you will, 

^ • And, as you pleafe, can either fave or kill 5 
What youth fo bold the conqueft to defign ? 
What wealth fo great to purchafe hearts like thine ? 
None but the Mufe that privilege can claim, 
And what you give in love, return in fame* 
Riches and titles with your life muft end ; 
Nay, cannot ev"n in life your fame defend : 

X 4 Verfc 



312 WALSHES POEMS. 

Vcrfe can i^ivc fame, can fading beauties faVe, 
And, after death, redeem theja^ frwiHthe gcave : 
Embalmed in verfc, through diflant tinnes they come, 
Prefei*v'd, like "bees within an amber tomo. 
Poets (like monarchs on an Kaftern throne, 
Reflrain'd by nothing but their will aloac) 
Here can cry up, and there as boldly blame, 
And, as the)' pleaie, give iitfamy or fame. 
In vain the * Tyrian Q^eca refigns her life. 
For the -bright glory of a fj>otkrj wife. 
If lying bards may falfc amours rehcarlc. 
And blaft her name with. arbitrary verfe ; 
While t on0, who all the abfcnce of her lord 
Kad her wide courts with prciling lovers ilor*d,^ 
Yet, by a Poet grac'd, in deathlefs rhymes. 
Stands a chaftc pattern to fuccceding times. 
With pity tlifn tlic Mufcs' friends fuftey. 
Nor think your favours there are thrown away ; 
WiicJty like feed on fruitful foil they're thro\yn. 
To bring large crops of glorv and renown : 
Por as the fuii, that in the marflies breed's 
Nothing but naufeous and unwholfome weeds, 
With the fame rays, on rich and pregnant earth. 
To pleafant ilowcrs and ufeful fruits gi^'cs birth : 
So favours caft on fools get only fliame, 
On Poets ilicd, produce eternal fame ; 
Their generous breafts warm with a genial fire, 
And iT.ore than all the Mules can infpire. 

* Dido. f Penelope. 
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/ 

I. 

WHO could more happy, >vho mpre bleft coi^d live. 
Than they whom kind, whom amorous paflions 
move ? 
What crowns, what empires, greater joys could give, 
Thaa the foft chains, the {lavery of Love ? ' 

Wire not the blils too often croll 
By that unhappy, vile diftruft, 
That gnawing doubt, that anxious fe;ar, that dangerous 

malady, 
That terrible tormenting rage, that madnefs^ Jealoufy. 

II. 
In vain Cclinda boafts Ihe has been true, ^ 
In vain flie f\vears (he ke»ps untouch'd her charms j 
Dire Jcafloufy does aid my pains renew. 
And re^efents lier in my rival's arms : 
His fighs I bear, his looks I view, 
I fee her damn-d advances too ; 
lieeWr fitiil^, I fee her kifs ; and, oh! methinks I (ee: 
Her give up all thofe joys to him, Ihe lliould referve 
for me, ■ -. 

TIT. 
Ingrateful Fair-one ! canfl thou hear mv groans ? 
Canft thovi behold thefe tears thut i.ll my eyes ? 
And yet, unraov'd by ail my pains, my moans, 
Into another's arms religa my prize ? 

3 If 
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If merit could not gain your love, 
My fufferings might ybuojm^gtt^ve ; 
Might hinder you from adding mxB, by jealous fituziw, 

more 
New pangs to one whom hopelefs love had plagued too 
much before. 

IV. 
Think not, falfe nymph, my fury to out-ftorm ; 
I fcom your anger, and deil)ire your frown : 
Drefs up. your rage in its moft hideous form. 
It will not move my heart when love is flown ; 
No, though you from my kindnefs fly. 
My vengeance you Ihall fatisfy : 
The Mufe, that would have fung your praife, ihall now 

aloud proclaim ". 
To the malicious, fpiteful world, your infamy and fhamc. 
V. 
[ Ye Gods ! fhe weeps j behold that falling fhower ! 
See how her eyes are quite diflblv'd in tears ! 
Can fhe in vain that precious torrent pour ? 
Oh, no, it bears away my doubts and fears : 
'Twas Pityfure that made it flow : 
For the fame pity, flop it now ; 
For every charming, heavenly drop that from thofe eyes 

does part, 
Is paid with ftreams of blood, that gufh from my o'er- 
flowing heart. 

VI. 
Yes, I will love ; I will believe you true, 
And raife my paffions up as, high as e'er; . 
Nay, I' IV bcWcvc \ou falfc, yet love you too, 
■ Let the leai^ tv-a oi ^^i:^\.^Tx^^ ^yJ««v . Vll 
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1*11 frame excufes for your fault, 
Think you furpmy]) or meanly caught ; 
Nay in the fury, in the height of that abhorr'd embrace. 
Believe you thought, believe at leaft you wilh'd, me in 
the place. 

VII. 
• Oh, let me lie whole ages in thofe arms. 
And on that bbfom lull aileep my cares : 
Forgive thofe fooliih fears of fancy'd harm» 
That ftab my foul, while they but move thy tears 5 
And think , unlefs I lov'd thee ftill, 
I had not treated thee, fo ill ; 
For thefe rude pangs of jealoufy are much more certain 

figns 
Of love, than all the tender words an amorous fancy 
coins. , 

VIII. 
Torment me with this horrid rage no more; 
Oh fmile, ai^d grant one reconciling kifs ! 
Ye Gods, Ihe/s kind ! I'm ecftacy all o'er! 
My foul 's too narrow to contain the blifs. 
Thou pleafmg torture of my breaft. 
Sure thou wert fram'd to plague my reft, 
Since both the 111 and Good you do, alike my peace 

deftroy ; 
That kills me with excefs of grief, this with excefs 
of joy. 



CUIRE 
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CURE OF J B A L. O U S Y. 

Wf H AT tortures can there 'be in hell, 

^^ C(^rn,r;r'd to what fond luvers feel. 

When, doating on Ibme fair-one's charms. 

They iliink iiie yields them to their rivars arms ? 

As lions, though they once were tame» 
Yet if fharp wounds their rage inflame. 
Lift up their ftormy voices, roar, 
And tear the keepers they obeyM before. 

So fares the lover when his breaft 
By jealous phrenzy is pojQTcft ;. . 
Forfwears the nymph for whom he bums^ 
Yet ftraight to her whom he forfwears returns. 

But when the fair refolves his doubt. 
The love comes in, the fear goes out j 
The cloud of Jealoufy 's difpelPd, 
And the bright fun of innocence revealM. 

With what ftrange raptures is he bleft ! 
Raptures too great to be expreft. 
Thoui^ii hard the torment »s to endure. 
Who would not liavc the ficknef* for the cure } 
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S O N NET. 
D E AT H. 

^T7* HAT has this bugbear Death that's worth our 

^^ care? 

; After a life in pain and- fbrrow paft, 

After deluding hope dnd dire dcipair. 

Death only gives us quiet at the laft. 

How ftrangely are our love and hate miiplac'd ? 

Freedom we feek, and yet from freedom flee ; 
Courting thofe tyrant-fins that chain us faft, 

And ihunning Death, that only fets us &ee. 

'Tis not a foolifh fear of future pains, 

( Why Ihould they fear who keep their fouls froni*ilains ? ) 

That makes me dread thy terrors, Death, to fee : 
'Tis not the lofs of riches, or of fame, 
Or the vain toys the vulgar pleafures name j 

'Tia nothing, Caelia, but the lofing thee. 



ELEGY. 

TO HIS FALSE MISTRESS, 

/^ -^LI A, your tricks will now no longer pafs, 
^^ And I'm no more the fool that once I was. 
I know hiy happier rival does obtain 
All the vaft blift for which I i%h in vain. 

Him, 
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Him, him you love, to me you u(e your art ; 

I had yopr looks, another had your heart : 

To me* you *rc fick, to me of ipies afraid; 

He finds your fickncfs gone, your fpies bctray*d : 

I figh beneath your window all the night j 

He in your arms poflelTes the delight. 

I know you treat me thus, falfe fair, I do ; 

And, oh ! what plagues me worfe, he knows it too 

To hiin my fighs are told, my letters fhown, 

And all my pains are liis diveriion grown. 

Yet, fmce you could fuch horrid treafons aft, 

I'm pleas'd you chofe out him to do the fa£k : 

His vanity does for my \vrong5 atone. 

And 'tis by that I have your falfehood known. 

What Ihall I do ! for, treated at this rate, 

I muft not love, and yet I cannot hate : 

I hate the aftions, but I love the face; 

Oh, were thy virtue more, or beauty lefs ! 

I'm all confufion, and my foul 's on fire. 

Torn by contending reafon and defire ; 

This bids me love, that bids me love give o'er. 

One counfcls beft, the other pleafes more. 

I know I ought to hate you for your fault, 

But, oh ! I cannot do the thing I ought. 

Canft thou, mean wretch ! canft thou contented prtr 

Witii the cold relicks of a rival's love ? f 

Why did I fee that face to charm my bread ? 

Oi', having feen, why did I know the reft ? 

Gods : il I have obey'd your juft commands, 

If l'\e defcrv'd foiae favour of your hands $ 

Ma 
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Maka me that tame, that eafy fool again, 
And rid me of my knowledge and my pain : 
And you, faife fair ! for whom fo of 1 1 Ve gricv*d. 
Pity a wretch that begs to be deceiv'd j 
Forfwear yourfelf for one who dies for you. 
Vow, not a word of the whole charge was true 5 
But fcandals all, and forgeries, dcvisM 
By a vain wretch, neglefted and defpis'd. 
I too will help to forward the deceit. 
And, to my power, contribute to the cheat. 
And thou, bold man, who think *ft to rival mc. 
For thy prefumption I could pardon thee ; 
I could forgive thy lying in her arms, 
I could forgive thy rifling all her charms : 
But, oh ! I never can forgive the tongue 
That boaflis her favours, and proclaims my wrong. 



UPON THE SAME OCCASION. 

WHAT fury does difturb my reft ? 
What hell is this within mybreafl? 
Now I abhor, and now I love j 
And each an equal torment prove. 
I fee Celinda's cruelty, 
I fee flie loves all men but me ; 
I fee her falfehood, fee her pride, 
I fee ten thoufand faults befide j 
I fee Ihe fticks at nought that 's ill ; 
Yet, oh ye Powers ! I love her flill. 
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Others on precipices run. 

Which, blind with love, they cannot ihvin: 

1 1'qc my danger, fee my ruin j 

Yet fcek, yeL court, my own undoing: 

And each new reafon I explore 

To hate her, makes me love her more* 

THE A N T I DO T EL 

• 
TTT HEN I fee the briglit nymph who my heart docs 
^^ enthral, 

When I view her foft eyes, and her languifliing air, 
Her merit fo great, my own merit Co fraallj 
It makes me adore, and it makes me defpair. 

But when I confider, ihe fquandcrj on fools 

All thofe treafurcs of beauty with which Ihe is ftor'd ; 

^ly fancy it damps, my paluon it cools. 

And it makes rat dufpile what before I a^or'd. . 

Thus fometimes I defpair, and fomctimes ,1 defpiie : . 

I love, and 1 hate, but I never efteem : 
The paflion grows up when I view her bright eyes, 

Which my rivals deflroy when I look upon them. 

How wifely docs Nature things fo different unite ? 

In fuch odd compofitions our fafety is found ; 
As the blood of a Iborpion's a cure for the bite, 

So her folly makes whole whom her beauty does 
wound. 
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UPON A FJVVOUJL OFFERED. 

CJELlA, too late yoa would repent $ 
The oHeriog all your ftore, 
Is now but like a pardon (bit 
To one that's dead before.- 

While at the firft you cruel prpv'df - 

And grant the hlifs top late ; 
You hindered me of one I Ipv'd, 

To give me one X h^t». . 

I thought you innocent as fair. 

When firft my court I tnade j 
But when your falfehaods plain appear^ 

My love no longer ftay'd. 

Your bounty of thofe favours (howny 

Whoic worth you firft deface^ 
Is melting valued medals down, 

And giving us the brafs. 

Oh, fince the thing we beg *s a toy 

That •« prii'd by love alone, 
Why cannot women grant the joy, 

Befqse our love is gone } 
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- THE RECONCILEMENT^^ 

"D E gone, yc fighs ! be g^^e, ye tears I ' , . 

^ Begone, ye jealoyfies and feaw I ' 

Celinda f\vears (he never i9i^'4» 

Celinda fwears none ever movfd 

Her hearty but I ; if this be true^ 

Shall I keep company with you > 

What though a fenfelefS rival fwore 

She faid as much to him before ? 

What though I faw him in her bed? 

I *11 truft not what I faw, but what flie faid. 

Curfe on the prudent and the wife, 

Who ne'er believe fuch pleaimg lies : 

I grant ihe only does decciTC ; 

I grant 'tis folly to beKevej 

But by this folly I vaft pleafures gain, 

While you with all your wifdom live in pain. 



DIALOG UE 

BETWEEN A LOVER AND HIS FRIE^JD* 

[IRREGULAR VERSES.] 

FRIEND. 

VALUE thyfelf, fond youth, no more 
. . Qn favours Mulus had before 5 
' He had her ^Tft:> Vvet \\x^vd: €ame. 
You like a \>oU mtwAct ^^s^i !• 
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To the cold relicks of .a feaft,- 
When he at fiiil bad feiz'd the belt. 

LO-V E R. " 

When he, dull fot, had. feiz'd tiic worie> 
I came in at the (econd c6urfe ; ^^ 

Tis chance that firft makes people love, 
Judgmest their- riper fanciesj move* 
Mulus, you fay, firft charm'd her eyes ; 
Firft, fhe lov'd babies and dfrt-pie* ; 
But (he grew wifer," and in time 
Found out the folly bf thole toy »9nd him*. 

• FRIEND. 

If wifdom change Jti Yofi begets, 
Women, no doubt, are wondrous wir»- 
But wifdom that i\o^ makes Ker change to you^. 
In time will make her change to others too. 

LOVER, 

I grant you, no man cM for^fee hTs doiinjj . 
But (hall I grieve becaufc an ill may come ? 
Yet I '11- allow her change, when fhe can lee 

A man deferves her more than rtie> 
As much as I deferve her more than he, 

FRIEND. 

Did they with our oWn ejei lee our dielert^ 
No woniatt e'er could from her lover part. 

But, oh !' they fee not with their o\yn. 
All things to them are through falfe bpjtics ihewir. 
Love at the firft does all your charms increafc, 
When the tube -s tum'd, hate rcprcfents them Icfs. 

Y 2 I; O V E R. 
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L O V S R. 

Whatc'er may cog^, I ^l pogjprijiff 
For dangers that I cant bt^ieve. 
She'll ne*cr .cea^ loving joa^e ; or ff ^¥ 4o> 
'Tis ten to one I ceafe tp ki^e kfiT tPQ. 



EPIGRAM. 

I. y e E. 

Go, faid.pW Lyc?» jJ5|^j;}|:fr Ipxf r, gp* 
And with foft verJTes JCC|Uft fhe feir ; but know, 
With all thy verfes, tbon <:^n$. ffX no mow 
Than fools withpyit q\^^ ytsrjC^ t^Y^ bad ^fipxc* 
Enrag'd at tl^is, upon^ th^ \>V^^^ I flf w. 
And that which moft ejirag'd ipie va^, 'twas trye. 

THE FAIR MOURNER, 

TN what &d pofnp the mpyrnful charmer \\%^ \ 
•■' Does Ihe lament the vi^lim of her eyes > 
Or would Ihe hearts with foft compa^on mpv^. 
To make them take the deeper ftamp of love ? 
What youth (b wife, fo wary to eicape. 
When Rigour comes, dreft up in Pity's ihape I 
Let not in vain thofe precious tears be (hed> 
Pity the dying fair- one, not the dea4i 
While you unjiifUy of the fat^s complain, 
I griere as, much for you, as m^tch in vaia. 
l^^ch to ri^lentlefs judges makf their moan ; 
Blame not "Deaxlb:^ qx\x^vj>\s^v «»& ^Qut own. 
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While raging paflion both our fouls does wound, 
A fovcreign balm might fure for both be found ; 
Would yoU but wipe your fruitleft tears away, 
And with a jnil compaiSon mine furvey. 

EPIGRAM. 

TO HIS FALSE M IS 1^ RE SS. 

nn HOU faidft that I alhort^ thy hieatf co^M mOte, 
•*- And th^t for me thou wouldft abahd6A Jovci 
I lov'd thee thch, Aot with ai love defied,' 
But as a fathiei' loves his billy child. 
I know tftec how, and though I ficrccBer bum, 
Thou art become the objeift of my fcom r 
See what thy falfehood gets ; I ihuft confeft 
I love thee more, but I efieem thee lefs. 

EPIGRAM. 
LOVE AWD JEALOUSY. 

HOW much are they deceiv'd who vainly (hive 
By jealous fears to keep our flames alive ! 
Love 's like a torch', which, if fecur d from blafts. 
Will faintlier bum, but then it longer lafts : 
Exposed to dorms of jtaloufy and doubt, 
The bla^e grow^ gretfter^ but 'tis foo^r out. 
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ELEGY. 

THE PETITION. 

IN IMITATION OF CiVTULI.US. 

T S there a pious pleafurc that proceeds 

•■• From contemplation of our virtuous deeds ? . 

That all mean fordid a£tions we defpifey 

And iborn to gain a throne by cheats and lies ? 

ThyrfiSy thou faafl fure bleflings laid in (lore« 

From thy juft dealing in this curft amour : 

What honour can in words or deeds be ihown. 

Which to the fair thou haft not (aid and done f 

On her falfe heart they a^i are thrown away ; 

She onJy fwears, more eas'ly to betray. 

Ye Powers ! that know the many vows (he broke. 

Free my juft.foul from this unequal yoke ! 

My love boils up, and, like a raging flood. 

Runs through my veins, and taints my vital blood« 

I do not vainly beg (he may grow chafte, 

Or^ith an equal palfion burn at laft ; 

The one (hetrannot praftife, though (he would ; 

And I contemn the other, though (he (hould : 

Nor a(k I vengeance on the -perjur*d jilt; 

*Tis punifhment enough to have her guilt. 

I beg but bfilfam for my bleeding bres^ft. 

Cure for my wounds, and from my labours reft. 
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EL E G Y, 

• -^PO*! QUITTING RIS MiSTRESS. 

IKNOW; -Celinda, I^have'bortic too long, 
And, by forgiving, have incre?is'd my wrong: ^ 
Yet if there be a power in verfc toUadk ••' 

Thy courfe in vice, or bring fled virtue back, 
J*ll undertake the taik, howe'erfo hard ; 
A generous aftion is its own reward. 
Oh t were thy virtues equal to thy charms, 
:I'd fly from crowns to live within fliofe arms : 
But who, oh who, ican e'er believe thee juft,- 
"When fuch known faliehoods have deftroy'd all truil? 

Farewel, falfe fair ! nor (hall I longer.ftay. 
^Since we muft part, why fhould we thus delay? 
Your love alone was what my foul could prizq, 
J^nd mifling that, can all the reft defpifej 
Yet ihould 1 not repent my foHies paft, 
tCould you take upland grow referv'd at laft, 
*Twould pleafe me, parted from your ijltal charms, 
To fee you happy in another's arms. . 
•Whatever threatnings Cury might extort, , 

dOh fear not I fhould ever do .you hurt : 
For though my former pafTion is remov'd, 
J would not injure one J once had lov'd. 
Adieu ! While thus I wafte my time in vain, 
-JSur^ thei£ are maids I might entirely gain : 

y4 . 'I'll 
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I '11 {earth for fuch, and to the firft that 's true, 
Refign the heart fo hardly freed from you. 

TO HIS MISTRESS, 
AGAINST MARRIAGE. 

'yj' £ S> all the world muft fure agree, 
•*• H e who's fecur'4 ©f having thee. 

Will be entirely bleft; 
But 'twere in me too great a wrong. 
To make one who has been fo long 

My queen, my Have 4it laft. 

Kor ought thdfe things to be coafiii'd. 
That were for public good dcfign'd ; 

Could we in foolifli pride. 
Make the fun always with us day, 
'Twould bum our corn and grafs away. 

To ftarve the world befide. 

Let not the thoughts of parting fright 
Two fbuds, which padioil does unite ■; 

For wfiile our love does laft, 
Neither will ftrive to go away ; 
And why the devil (houldf we ftay. 

When once that love U paft ? 



£Ft 
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C H L p E. 

CHLOE new-many'd looks on men no more ; 
Why then 'tk pkin for what (he looked before, 

E P I G R A M* 

C O R N U S- 
O Rl^ S" pftitfdaiths alotid his wi^ *s a whorei 
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Alas, good Cotim$9 -wbkt can wt do m^re ? 
Wert thou no cuckriW, tvfc might ittakc thee onc^ 
But being one, we cannot make thee none. 

£ P I G R A M« 

T H R A S 0. 

"'T' H R A S O picks quarrels when lie's drunk at night« 

•*• When fober in the morning dares not fight. 
Thrafo, to ihun thofe ills that may enfue, 
IDrink not at night, or drink at mcnning too. 

EPIGRAM. 
GRIPE AND SHIFTER. 

n ICH Gripe does all his thotights and cunBingbetid^ 
^*^ T' increafe that wealth he waoH the fbui to fpend. 
Poor Shifter does his wlttri« cdntriTaince fee 
To (pend that wealth lu waotts the Cboifi to jvt. 

How 
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How happy wouM appear to each his fate. 
Had Gripe Jiis hiKnour, N)r he Gripe's elkate f 
Kind Fate and Fortune, blend them if you can. 
And of two wretches ms^e t>ne happy man ! 

T O C JE L I A, 

UPOH SDME-vALTERATlONS IN H«R FACE. 

A H, Caelia ! \vhere«re'Ho\v the charms 
-^^ That ilid iuch wondrous paffions mow f • 
Time, cruel Time, thoTe eyes difarms. 
And blunts the feeble darts of Lovo. 

What malice does the tyrant bear 

To women s* intereft, and to ours ? 
Beauties in which^he public fhare, 

The greedy villain firft devoufs. 

Who, without tears, can fee a prince . 

Tliftt trains of fawning courtiers had, 
AbandoriM, left without defence ? 

Nor is thy haplefs fate lefs fad. 

Thou who fo many fools haft known. 

And all the fools would hardly do, 
Shouldtt now confine thyfelf to one ! 

And he, ^las ! a hulUand too. 

Set^ithe ungrateful flaves, how faft 

Xhey from thy fetting glories run ; 
And in what mighty crowds they haftc 

To worihvp ¥to^^% ivCu\^.fun I 



In 
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Invain are all -the pra6^is'd wiles, . ; 

In vain thofe eyes would love impart-; 
-Not all th' advances, all the fmiles, 

Can move one unrelenting heart. '. 

While Flavia, charming Flavia, ftW 
By cruelty her caufe maintains ; 

And fcarce vouchfafcs a cardcrfs fmilc . 

To the poor ilaves «hat wear her chains^ 

Well, Caelra, let them wafte their tears ^ 

But fure tfiey will in time repine, 
That thou haft not a face like hers. 

Or Ihe ha« not a heart like thine. 



T H t R E T I R E IVI E NT, 

ALL hail, ye fields, where conftant peace attends I 
■*^^ All hail, ye facred folitary groves ! 
A R hail, ye books, my true, my real feiends, 
Whofe conterfation pledes and improves ! 

•Could one who ftudyM your fublimer rules 
Become (6 mad t<5 fearch for joys abibad ? 

To run to towns, to herd with knaves and fools. 
And unfiiftinguifti'd pafs among the crowd'? 

<One to an^itious fancy's made a prey. 

Thinks iiappinefs in ^reat preferment lies j 
iNor fears for that his 'country to betray, . 
<Curft by the fools, and laught at by the wife. 

^,6 " ■ ' ' ■ ■ 'X)theT8, 
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Others, whom avaricioas dioughts bewitth, 

Confume t^w time to mult'ipiy &or gaiib ; 
And, fancying wretched all thilt are not litb, 

Negle£t the end of life to get die means. 

Others the name of pleafure dote mvite^ 
All their dull time in (enfual joys they livei 

And hope to gain that folid firm delight 
By vice, which innocence aloae can give. 

But how perplezt, alas ! is humatt htt f 
I, whom nor avaride nor t>iearuMs niiove. 

Who view with fcom (he i!rophie» of the great, 
Yet mud myfelf he ittade i flave to love. 

if this dire paffion never will be gone. 
If beauty always muft my heart enthral. 

Oh ! father Idt me be confin'd to one 
Than madly thus be made a prey to all ! 

<)ne who has early known the pomps of ftate 
(For things unknown 'tis ignorance to condemn) ; 

And after having view'd the gaudy bait. 
Can boldly fay, The Trifle I contemn. 

In her blefi arms contented could I live^ 

Contented could I die : but oh ! my mind 
I feed with fancies, and my thoughts deceive. 

With hope of things impoffible to find. 
In women how fhould fenfe and' beauty meet ? 

The wifeft men their youth in follies fpend ; 
The bed is he that earlieft finds tHe cli^t. 

And fees bi^ cnOi^ >«\!c^fc^tfe*^^iS!Qfc to mend. 
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THE DESPAIRING l^OVgR. 

DISTRACTED wkh care . 
For Phyllis th*^ fair, 
Since nothing could mo?€ Itor, 
Poor Damon, her lover, / ' 

Refblves in defpair 
No longer to lan^yiffa. 
Nor bear fo mucK anguifh; ' 
But, mad wit)^ J^s Iove,t ,. ..t ., ^ 

To a precipice gp«, , \ / 

Where a leap from ^bov.e 
Would foon finifli hi$ woes. 

When in rage he came there,. 
. Beholding how fteep 
The fides did appear. 
And the bottom how deep ; 
His torments prQJ4^£kuig» 
And (adly refle^ng, 
That a lover for&ken 
A new love may get. 
But a neck whqii once brpfc^i^ 
Can never be fet ; 

And, that he could die « 

Whenever he would. 
But, that he could live 
But a$ lopg as he could : 
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How grievous focvcr 
The torment might grow, 
He' fdoin'd to endeavour 
To finifli it fo. 
But bold^< MncoAcern'd 
At thoughts of tbe paiii,^ 
He calmly resumed 
Te^his cottage again* 

S O ^ .. N , „. , G. 

/^ F alt tfee torments^ all the cares, ' • 
^^ With which our lives are curft;. ' 
Of all the plagues a lover bears, 

Sure rivals are the word F 
By partners, in each other kind» 

Affli£lions eafier grow ; 
In love alone we hate to find 

Companions of our woe. 

Sylvia, for all the pangS' you fee- 
Are labouring in my breaft ; 

I beg not you would favour me. 
Would you but flight the reft F 

How great foe'er yoar rigours are. 
With them alone I'll cope ; 

I can endure my own defpair, 
But not another's hope. 



A SONG 
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A SONGT TO PHYLLIS. 

1, . ■ ' . J • ■:"'■:' 

T> H Y L L I S, we not gricvr that Nature, 
-■■ Forming you, has done- her part j 
And in every fingle feature - z.i 

Shew'd the utmoft of . her df^ 

II.. .- • .■[ .. -.:•; 

But in this it is pretended . y". 

That a mighty grievance lies, 
That your heart fliould be defended, 

Wl^ft you wound; us witJi year eyes I ' A 
III. 
Love ^8 n fcnf^efs inclination, ' - 

Where no mercy *s to be found ; . ^. ,, 

But is juft, where kmd compaffion • >'i 

Gives u* balAr to heal the wound, ,. . 

IV. ■ • ■ - ' •:'" 

Perfians, paying (blemn duty, ' 

To the rifmg Sun inclined', *• 

Never would adore Iiis beauty. 

But in hopes to make him kind. 

PHYLLIS^S RE^OLUTIONv 

I. 
\Jir HEN flavcs their liberty require^ 
^ ^ They hope no more to gain, 
But you not only that delire, 
But aik the power to reign. 11. Think 
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CLELIA TO URANIA^ 
AN ODE. 

t 

np H E difmal regions wHich no fun beholds, 
"*■ Whilft his fires roll fbme dilhnt world to cheer^ 
Wliich in dry darknefs, frofl, and chilling cold. 

Spend one long portion of the dragging year. 
At his returning influence never knew 
More joy than Clelia, when fhe diinks of you. 

II. 
Thofe zealots, who adore the rifing fun. 

Would fopn their darling deity defpife. 
And with more warm, more true devotion run. 

To worfhip nobler beams, Urania*s eyes 5 
Had they beheld her lovely form divine, 
Where rays more glorious, more attracting, fhine^. 

III. 
But» ah ! frail mortals, though you may admire 

At a convenient diflance all her charms. 
Approach them, and you *11 feel a raging fire. 

Which fcorches deep, and all your power difarms t 
Thus, like th' Arabian bird, your care proceeds 
From the bright object which your pleafure breeds. 



j5 ONG. 
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O N G. 

' I. 

HOUGH Celia's bom to be ador'd. 
And Strephon to adore her bom. 
In vain her pity is implor'd. 

Who kills him twice, with charms and fcom. 
II. 
Fair faint, to your bleft orb repair. 

To learn in heaven a heavenly mind'; 
Thence hearken to a finner*s prayer, 
And be Icfs beauteous, or more kind.. 

LOVING ONE I NEVER SAW.. 



'T* HOU tyrant God of Love, give o'er, 
-*■ And perfecute this breaft no more : 
Ah ! tell me why muft every dart 
Be aim'd at my unhappy heart ? 
I: never murmur'd or repin*d. 
But patiently myfelf refign'd 
To all the torments, which through thee, 
lave fell, alas ! on wretched me : 
•ut oh ! I can no more fuftain 
'his long-continued ftate of pain, 
hough 'tis but fruitlefs to complain. 
y heart, firft foften*d by thy power, , 
^'cr kept its liberty an hour : 
Z z 



I 
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So fond and eafy was it grown, 

Each nymph might call the fool her own : 

So much to its own interell blind, 

So flrangely charra*d to womankind. 

That it no more belong'd to me, 

Than veftal-virgins hearts to thee. 

I often courted it to ftay ; 

But, deaf to all, 'twould fly away. 

In vain to flop it I eflay'd. 

Though often, often, I difplay'd ' 

The turns and doubles women made. 

Nay more, when it has home retum'd. 

By fome proud maid ill us'd and fcom'd, 

I ftill the renegade careft. 

And gave it harbour in my breaft. 

O ! then, with indignation fir'd 

At what before it fo admir*d ; 

With Ihame and Ibrrow overcaft. 

And fad repentance for the pad, 

A thoufand facred oaths it fwore 

Never to wander from me more ; 

After chimaeras ne'er to rove. 

Or run the wild-goofe chace of love. 

Thus it refolv'd 

Till fome new face again betray *d 

The refolutions it had made : 

Then how 'twould flutter up and down, 

Eager, impatient, to be gone : 

And, though fo often it had faiPd, 

Though vamVc^^ cv^rj bvft^.i:t alTaird, 
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Yet, lur'd by Hope of ne\y. delight^ 
It took again its fatal flight. 
'Tis thus, malicious deity. 
That thou haft banter'd wretched me ; 
Thus made me vainly lofe my time, 
Thus fool away my youthful prime ; 
And yet, for all the hours I've loft, 
And fighs, and tears, thy bondage coft, 
Ne*er did thy ilave thy favours blefs. 
Or crown his pailion with fuccefs, 
W«ll — fmce 'tis doomed that I muft find 
No love for love from womankind ; . -x . . . 

Since I no pleafure. muft obtain. 
Let me at leaft avoid the pain : 
So weary of the chace I'm grown. 
That with content I*d fit mp down. 
Enjoy my book, mv friend, my cell, 
And bid all womankind fareweL 
^ay, alk for all I felt before. 
Only to be difturb'd no more. 
Yet thou (to my complainings deaf) 
Will give my torments no relief j 
But now, ev*n now, thou mak'ft me die. 
And love I know not whom, nor why. 
In every part I feel the fire. 
And bum with fani:iful defire ; 
From whence can love its magic draw? 
I doat on her, I never faw : 
And who, but lovers, can cxprefs 
This ftrange, myftcrious tendejri^cfe ? 

Z 3 Ana 
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And yet methinks 'tis happier {o. 

Than whom it is I love to know : 

Now ray unbounded notions rove. 

And frame ideas to my love. 

I fiancy I fhould fbmething findy 

Diviner both in face and mind, 

Than ever nature did beftow 

On any creature here below. 

I fancy thus Corinna walks. 

That thus ihe fings, (he lookft, (he talks. 

Sometimes I iigh, and fancy then. 

That, did Corinna know my pain. 

Could ihe my trickling tears but fee, 

She would be kind and pity me. 

Thus thinking I've no cauie to grieve, ' 

I pleafingly myfelf deceive ; 

And fare am happier far than he 

Who knows the very truth can be. 

Then, gentle Cupid, let me ne*er 

See my imaginary fair : 

Left fhe fhould be more heavenly bright 
Than can be reach'd by Fancy's height : 
Xeft (when I on her beauty gaze, 
Confounded, loft in an amaze ; 
My trembling lips and eyes fhould tell, 
'Tis her I dare to love fo well) ; 
She, with an angry, fcornful eye, 
Or.fome unkind, fevere reply. 
My hopes of blifs fhould overcaft^ 
jlfld my prduuixu^ j^iiBBotL bkft* 
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If but in this thou kind wilt prove^ 
And let me not fee her I love. 
Thy altars proftrate I'll adore. 
And call thee tyrant-god no more. 

.r 



PASTORAL ECLOGUES- 
ECLOGUE I. 

DAP HNE, 

OICILIAN Mufe, my humble voice inipire 

^ To ling of Daphne's charms and Damon's fire. 

Long had the ^ithful fwain fupprefl his grief. 

And, (ince he durft not hope, ne'er aikM relief. 

But at th' arrival of the fatal day 

That took the nymph and all his joys away ; 

With dying looks he gaz'd upoA the fair. 

And what his tongue could not, his eyes deckre : 

Till >vith deep fighs, as if his heart-lbings broke, 

Preifing her hand, thefe tender things he (poke : 

DAMON. 

Ah, lovely nymph ! behold your lover burn. 
And view that paffion which you'll not .return. 
As no nymph's charms did ever equal thine, 
So no fwain' s love did ever equal mine : 
How happy, fair, how happy Ihould I be. 
Might I but (acrificc myfelf for thee 4 

Z 4 Ccuid - 
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Could I but pleafe thee with'my dying vtfrfc. 
And make thee fhed one tear upon my hearfe ! 

DAPHNE. 

Too free an offer of that love you make. 
Which no^f alas, I have not power to take : 
Your wounds I cannot, though I would, relieve; 
Phaon has all the love that I can give. 
Had you among the reft at firft aljail'd 
My heart, when free, you liad, perhaps, pretail*d. 
Now if you blame, oh, blame not me, but Fate, 
That never brought you 'till 'twas grown too late, 

DAMON. 

Had the Fates brought me then, too charming fair, 
I could not hope, and now I muft defpair. 
Rul*d by your friends, you quit the lovers flame, 
For flocks, for paftures, for an empty name. 
Yet though the bleft pofleflion fate denies. 
Oh let me gaze for ever on thofe eyes ; 
So juft, fo true, fo innocent *s my flame. 
That Phaon, did he fee it, could not blame. 

DAPHNE. 

Such generous ends I know you ftill purfue, 
What I can do, be fure I will for you. 
If on efteem or pity you can live. 
Or hopes of more, if I had more to give, 
Thofe you may have, but cannot have my heart : 
And lince we now perhaps for ever part. 
Such noble thoughts through all your life exprefs, 
May make the value more^ the pity lefs. 

PAMOK. 
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A.. D A M O N. . . 

Can you tlien go ? Can you for ever. part, 
(Ye Gods ! what fhivering pains funpund my heart 1) 
And have one thought to make, your pity lefs ? 
Ah Daphne, could I. half my pangs exprefs. 
You could nptthinky though hard. as rocjks you wcrcj. 
Your pity ever could too great appear, 
I ne'er fhalL be one moment free from pain. 
Till I behold thofe charming eyes again. 
When gay diverfions do your thoughts employ, 
I would not come to interrupt the joy ; 
But when from them you fome fpare moment find. 
Think then, oh think on whom you leave behind ! 
Think with, what heart I Ihall behold the green. 
Where I fo oft thofe charming eyes have feen ! 
Think with what grief I walk the groves alone. 
When yoi^, the glory of them all, are gone ! 
Yet,, oh ! that little time you have to fby. 
Let me ftill fpeak, and gaze my foul away ! 
But fee my pafRon that fmall aid denies ; 
Grief flops my tongue, and tears o'erflow my eyes* 

ECLOGUE n. 

GALATEA. 

'T'HYRSIS, the gayeft one of all the fwains, 
•*• Who fed their flocks upon th* Arcadian plains; 
While love's mad paifion quite devour'd his heart. 
And the coy nymph that caus'd^ negle6ts his fmart ; 

Strives 
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Strives in low numbers, fach as fliepherds ufe^ 
If not to move her breaft, his own amufe. 
YdUy Chloris, who with icom refufe to fee 
The mighty wounds that you hare made on me; 
Yet cannot fure with equal pride diOain, 
To hear an humble hind of his complain. 

Now while the flocks and herds to ihades rttiity 
While the fierce fun fet* all die worid on fire ; 
Through burning fields, through rugged brakes I roKi 
And to the hills and woods declare my love. 
How fmall 's the heat ! how eafy is the pain 
I feel without, to that I fed \vithin ! 

Yet fcomfui Galatea will not hear. 
But from my fongs and pipe ftill turns her ear : 
Not fo the fage Corifca, nor the fair 
Climena, nor rich iEgon's only care ; 
l^'rom them my fongs a juft compaffion drew ; 
And they fhali have them, fince contemn'd by you. 

Why name I them, when ev*n chafte Cynthia days, 
And Pan himfelf, to liften to ray lays ? 
Pan, whofe fweet pipe has been admir'd fo long. 
Has not difd^h'd fometimes to hear my fbng : 
Yet Galatea fcorns whatever I fay. 
And Galatea^s wifer fure than they. 

Relentlefs nymph ! can nothing move your mind ? 
Muft you be deaf, becaufe you are unkind ? 
Though you diflike the fubjedt of my lays. 
Yet fure the fweetnefs of my voice might pleafe. 
It is not thus that you dull Mopfus ufe ; 
His fongs dwrt '^ou, xW>.^K yyi mine wfufe : 
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""Yet I could tell you, feir-one, if I would, 
(And fince you treat me thus, mcthinks I fhould) 
What the wife Lycon faid, when in yon' plain 
He faw him court in' hope, and me in vain ; 
Forbear, fon^ youth, to chace a heedlefs fair, 
Nor think with well-tun'd vcrfe to pleafe her car ; 
Seek out fome other nymph, nor e'er repine 
That one who likes his fongs, fhould f!y from thine. 

Ah, Lycon ! ah ! your rage falfe dangers forms:} 
'Tis not his fcmgs, but 'tis his fortune charms : 
Yet, fcomfal maid, in time you'll findthofc toys 
* Can yield no real, no fubftantial joys ; 
•In vain his wealth, 'his titles gain elleem. 
If for all that you are afham'd of him. 

Ah, Gaktea, woilld'ft thou turn thofe eyes, 
Would'ft thou but once vouchfafeto hear my cries ^ 
;In fuch (oft notes I would my pams impart, « 
As coulcl not fkil to move thy rocky heart; 
With fuch fweeffongs t would thy fame makeknown^ 
As Pstn hhnftlf sdght not difdain to own. 
Oh could'IbthcfUf fiir-one, but contented be 
To tend the ^leep, and chace the hares, with iiie;| 
To have thypraiiestechd'd.throtigh-the groves, 
And pafs thy days wkh one who triily loves : 
Nor letthcie gaudy toys thy h^rt furprize, 
"Which the fooU.envy, anVi the^ge defpife. 

But Galatea fcerns my humble flame, 
And neither aiks my fortune nor my name. 
I Of the belt cheefe my weli-ftor'd dairy 's full. 
And my fo£t ihfefp.pcQduce the fiAcft woel.$ 

Th)9 
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The richcft wines of Greece my vineyards yield, 
And fmiling crops of grain adorn my field. 

Ah, foolifli youth ! in vain thou boaft*il thy ftorc, 
Have what thou w;lt, if Mopfus ilill has more. 
See whilft thou fing'ft, behold her haughty pride, 
With what difdain ihc. turns her head afide ! 
Oh, why would Nature, to our ruin, place 
A tiger's heart, with fuch an angel's face ? 

Ceafe, (hcpherd, ceafe, at laft tjiy fruit Lfs moan ; 
Nor hope to gain a heart already gone. 
While rocks and caves thy tuneful notes refound. 
See how thy corn lies withered on the ground ! 
The hungry wolves devour thy fatten'd lambs j 
And bleating for the young makes lean the dams. 
Take, fliepherd, take thy hook, thy flocks purfue, 
And when one nymph proves cruel, find a new. 

•^E C L O G U E III. 
DAMON. 

TAKEN FROM THE EIGHTH ECLOGUE OF VIRGIl. 

ARISE, O Phofphorus ! and bring the day, 
While I in fighs and tears confume a^ay j 
Deceiv'd with flattering hopes of Nifa's love 5 
And to the gods my vain petitions move : 
Though they've done nothing to prevent my death, 
I '11 yet invoke them with my dying breath. 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th* Arcadian fbrains. 

Arcadia 's famous for its fpacious plains, 
Its whittling pine-trees, and its fhady groves, 

A ad often b&ai:% x^lsit \^nn^<^ \axn&iit their loves* 

Great 
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Great Pan upon its mountains feeds his goats. 
Who firft taught reeds to warble rural notes. 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian (drains, 

Mopfus- weds Nifa ! oh,' well-fuitcd pair ! 
When he fucceeds, what lover can defpair ? 
After this match, let mares and griffins breed ; 
And hounds with hares in friendly* confbrt feed. 
Go, Mopfus, go ; provide the bridal cake, 
And to thy bed the blooming virgin take : 
In her fofc arms thou fhalt fecurely reft. 
Behold, the evening comes to make thee bleft ! 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th* Arcadian ftrains. 

Oh, Nifa, happy in a lovely choice ! 
While you with fcorn negleft my pipe and voice j 
While you defpife my humble fongs, my herd. 
My fliaggy eyebrows, and my rugged beard 5 
While through the plains difdainfully you movc^ 
And think no fhepherd can defeiTe your love 5 
Mopfus alone can the nice virgin win, 
With charming perfon, and with graceful mien. 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian ftrains. 

When firft I faw you on thofe fatal plains, 
I reach'd you fruit ; your mother too was there ; 
Scarce had you feen the thirteenth fpring appear : 
Yet beauty's buds were opening in your face ; 
I gaz'd, and blulhes did your charms incrcafe. 
'Tis love, thought I, that 's rifing in her breaft ; 
Alas, your paffion, by my own, I gueft; 
Then upon truft I fed the raging pains. 
Begin, my Mufe^ begin th' Arcadian ftrains. 
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Ohj love ! I know thee no^v \ thmi mv'ft ihy bmh 

'o rocks r Ibme craggy mountain brought thee fonh* 
J4ot is it human blood tJiar fills thy veins, 
Begins my Mufe, begin th' Atc^dian ftrains, 

RekDtlcfs love to bold Mcdca fhowM, 

o ftain her guilty hands in children's blood, 
as Ihe more cruel, or more wicked he ' 
He w^s a wicked counftUor, a c rut 1 mother Jhe- 
Bcg^io, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian ftrains, 

Now let the ftreech-owls vie with warbling fwan< ; 
Upon hard oaks Jet bluftimg peaches grovv, 

.nd fvom the brambles liquid amber flow^ ^M 

The harmlef^ wolves the ravtinous ftiecp ftall fliun j^* 
And vahant deer at fearful greyhounds run t 
Let the Tea rift;, and oversow the plains. ^H 

Begm, my Mule, begin ih' Arcadian Jlralns.. ^| 

Af^eu, ye flocks j no more fhall I purfnef 
Adie>i, ye grorcs ; a long, a long adieu I 
And you, coy nymjA, who all my vows diidainj. 
Take this lall prefent from a dying fwain. 
Since you diflike whatever in life I faid,. 
You may be pleas'd^ perhaps, to hear I'm dead : 
This leap ihall put an end to all my pains. 
Now ceaie, my Mufe, now ccafe th' Arcad?an ftrainSi- 

Thus Damon fung while on the cliff he ftood. 
Then headlong plung'd into the raging fioodi 
All wifth united grief the lofs bemoan. 
Except the authorefs of his fate alone. 
Who hears it with an unrelenting breaft. 
Ah| cruel Bympbl forbear your &oms at laiL 
^ I Ho>t 
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How much foc'er you may the love defpifc, 
*Tis barbarous to infult on one that dies.; 

E C L O G XT E IV. 

L Y C O N. 

STREPHON and Damon's flocks together fed. 
Two charming fwains as c*er Arcadia bred ; 
Both fam'd for wit, and fam'd for beauty both;; 
Both in the luftre of their blooming youth : 
No fullen cares their tender thoughts remove, 
No pai][ions difcompofe their fouls, but -love. 
Once, and but once alone, as flory goes, 
Between the youths a fierce difpute arofe ;. 
Not for the merit of their tuneful lays 
(Though both deferv'd, yet both defpisM, that praife) 5 
But for a caufe of greater moment far, 
That merited a lover*^^ utmofl care. * 

Each iwain the prize of beauty ftrove to gain, 
For the bright fhepherdefs that causM his pain. 
Lycon they chofe, the difference to decide, 
Lycon, for prudence and fage counfel try*d; 
Who love's. my fterious arts had ftudy'd long. 
And taught, when old^ what he had pra6^i8'd young;. 
For the difpute alternate verfe they choofe. 
Alternate verfe delights the rural Mufe. 

Strep. To Flavia, love, thou juftly ow'll the prizc^ 
She owns thy power, nor does thy laws reprove. 

Dam. Though Sylvia, for herfelf, love's power defies. 
What crowds of valTals has Ihe made to love ! 

Strep. 



one lecms an inui^c ui uic ^uccu ui love i 
Dam. Sylvia's dark hair like Leda's locks appear 

And yet, like her, has charms to conquer Jove 
Strep. . Flavia by crouds of lovers is admired ; 

Happy that youth who (hall the fair enjoy ! 
Dam. Sylvia ncgle6bs her lovers, lives retired ; 

Happy, that cvuid her lonely thoughts employ ! 
Strep. Flavia, where-e'er Ihe comes, the fwaii 
dues, 

And every fmile ihe gives conveys a dart. 
Dam. Sylvia the fwains with native coldnefs view 

And yet what fhepherd can defend his heart ? 
Strep. Flavia's bright beauties in an indantdri 

Gazers, before they think of it, adore. 
Dam. Sylvia's fbft charms, as foon as feen, we 111 

But (till the more we think, we love the more. 
Strep. Who is fo ttupid, that has Flavia feen, 

As not to view the nymph with vaft delight ? 
Dam. Who has feen Sylvia, and fo ftupid been. 

As to remember any other fight ? 
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Strep. With what aflurance Flavia walks the plains ! 

She knows the nymphs muft all their lovers yield. 
Dam, Sylvia with hlulhes'woulfds the gazin^fwains. 

And while fhcftriv^s to fly, (he wins the field. 
Strep. Flavia at firft young Melibocus lov'd ; 
.. For me Ihe. didithat Charming youth forfake. 
Da M. ,S3(lKia*s r^lentlefs heart w^jis never mov'd ; 

Gods ! that I might the firfl imprelfion make ! 
Strep.; Should Flavia hear that Sylvia vy*d with her > 

What indignation would the charmer ihow t 
Dam. Sylvia would Flavia to hcrfelf prefer : 

There' we alone her judgment difallow. 
Strep. If Sylvia's charms with Flavia's can compfU'e^ 

W^hy is this crowded ftill, and that alone ? 
Dam. Bccaufe their ways of life fo different arc j 

Flavia gives all men hopes, and Sylvia none. > 

Lycon. Shepherds, enough; now ceale your amoroiis. 

war; 
Or too much heat may carry both too far ; 
I weir attended the difpute, and find 
Both nymphs have charms, but each in different kind, 
Flavia defcrves more pains than (he will coft j 
As eafily got, were fhe not eafily loft. 
Sylvia is much more difficult to gain j \ ' , ' 

But, once pofftfs'd, will well reward the pajiri. ' " ' 
Wc wilh them Flavias all, when firft we burn ; " ' '' 
But, once poffefs'd, \yifh they would Sylvias turn. 
And, by the different charms in each cxprcft. 
One we fhould fooneft love, the other beft. 

A a ^' ECLOGDE 
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ECLOGUE 

DELIA. 

Lamenting the Death of Mrs* TemfesTj wlia 
tlfed upon the Day of the great Storm. 

"IW'E ^TTtle fwam<f who paf^ your ijLyt and nights 

L "^ Iti Love's (inctre and mnocent deljgkta \ 

flTt tender virgins, who wkh priik difplay 

I Your hcauty'ii iJ>lendor, atid extend youT fway! 

r Lament wuh mcJ witii mc your Tormwi* jam! 

' And mingle your united te^rs with mine 1 

k Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore ! 

Delta, the Qtietn of Beamy, nwv no more I 

Begin, nij Mufe f begin your mournfii! fi rains J 
Te!I tht fad iLik through all the hiTk and plains ! 
Tell it through every lawn j^i^ every grove ! 
Where flocks can wan^eri or where fhepherds rove ! 
Bidijeighboutiag rivers tell the diftant fea, 
And winds firom pole to pole the news convej ! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, le? all deploi;e ! 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more ! 

'Tis done, and all obey the mournful Mufe ! 
See, hills^ a.nd plains, and winds, have heard the newf ! 
The forming fea o'crwhelnre the frightened (here. 
The vallies tremble, and the mountains roar. 
See lofty oaks from firm foundation.s torn, 
Aib4 f^ately t&wers in heaps of ruin mourn ! 

The 
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The gentle Thames, that rarely paffion knows. 
Swells with this forrow, and her banks overflows t 
What (hrieks are heard ! what groans ! what dying cries ! 
Ev'n. nature's felf in dire convulfions lies ! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, they all deplore ! 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more ! • 

O ! why did I furvive the fatal day. 
That fnatch'd the joys of^all my life away ? 
Why was not I beneath fome riii»4eft ? 
Sunk in the feas, or fliipwre;cK'd on the coaft ? 
Why did the Fates (pare thisi devoted head ? 
Why did I live to hear that thou wert dead ? 
By thee my griefs were calm'd, my torments eas'd ; 
Nor knew I pleafure but as thou wert picas 'd. 
Where fhall I wander now, diftrefs'd, alone ? 
What ufe have I of life, now thou art gone,? 
I have no ufe, alas ! but to deplore 
Delia, xhe pride of Beauty, now no more ! 

What living nymph is bleft with equal grace ? 
All may difpute, but who can fill thy place ? 
What lover in his miftrefs hopes to find 
A form fo lovely, with fo bright a mind ? 
Doris may boaft a face divinely fair, 
But wants thy fliape, thy motions, and thy air, 
Lucinda has thy fhape, but not thofe eyes. 
That, while they did th* admiring world furpnze, 
Difclos'd the fecrct luftre of the mind, • 

And fcem'd each lover's inmcft thoughts to find. 
Other*, whofe beauty yielding fwains confefs. 
By indifcretion make their conquefl lefs, 

A a 2, And 
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And W8AC thy .condu£b and' bbliging wit 

To fix thof^ Haves who'to thdr cbabs fubmit. 

At ibime xkb tyrant hoards an ufelefi fiore. 

That \¥OttId» well plac'd, inrich a 'thouflnd hWre 4' 

So didft thou keep a crowd of duims retired ' :' 

Would make a tboufand other nymphs admir*d, "- ' ^ 

Gay, modefty artlefs, bcautifu]'and young. 

Slow to refbtve"; inreibludonftrong} 

To all obl^gtagy yet idenr'd to all I 

None could hiailelf die ftvour'd lovtr call ? ' ' 

Tlmt whkh alone could make his hopes endure> ' 

Was, that he &w no other Twain fecure. 

Whither, ah I Either are tfaofe graces fled ? - . 

BcMTB to Ac daik, the melancholy (hade } 

Now, ftephiprds, ikow lament! and now deplore t . 

!Delk is ^i^^ and beauty is no more f 

For thee each tuneful fwain prcparM his lays. 
His fame exalting while he fung thy praife. 
Thyrfis, in gay and eafy meafures, ftrove 
To charm thy ears, and tune thy foul to love : 
Menalcas, in his numbers more fublimc, 
ExtoU'd thy virtues in immoital rhyme. 
Glycon whofe fatire kept the world in awe, 
Softcn'd his flrain, when firft thy chaims he faw, 
Confefs*d the goddefs who new-form*d his mind, 
Proclaim*d thy beauties, and forgot mankind. 
Ccafe, Ihcpherd, ceafej the charms you lung arc "Bed, 
The glory of our blafted ifle is dead. 
Now join your griefs with mine ! and now deplore 
Delia, the pride of beauty, now no more ! 

Behold 
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Behold where now (he lies, depriv'd of breath I . 
Charming though pale, and beautiful in death! , 
A troop of weeping Virgins by her fide ; 
With all the pomp of woe and forrows pride ! 
O, early loft ! O, fitter to be led 
In chearful fplendor to the bridal -bed, 
Than thus conducted to th* untimely tomb, 
A fpotlcfs virgin in her beauty's bloom I 
Whatever hopes fuperior merit gave, , 

Let me, at leaft, embrace thee in the grave ; 
On thy cold lips imprint a dying kifs : 
O that thy coyncfs could refufe me this ! 
Such melting tears upon thy limbs I '11 pour, 
Shall thaw their numbnefs, and thy warmth rcftore, 
Clafpt to my glowing breaft, thou may'ft revive ; 
I'll breathe fuch tender fighs fliall make thee live. 
Or, if fevcrer fates that aid deny, 
If thou canft not revive, yet I may die. 
In one cold grave together may be laid 
The truelt lover and the lovelieft maid. 
Then (hall I ceafe to grieve*,, and not before ; 
Then (hall I ceafe fair Delia to deplore. 

But fee, thofe dreadful objefts difappear ! 
The fun (liincs out, and all the heavens are clear : 
The warring winds are hufii'd, the fca fcrene ; 
And nature, foften'd, Ihifts her angry fcene. 
What means this fudden change ? methinks I hear . 
Melodious mufic from the heavenly fphcre ! 
Liften, ye (liepherds, and devour the found ! 
l^iften; the faint, the lovely faint, is crown'd ! . . 

:, A a J : While 
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While wt, miftaken in our joy a.ti^ grief, 
* Bewsdl her htCf who vrants not our mlkf : 
From tbt pleased orbs fhe views us here belo\\> 
Ar.d with kind pity wonders at our woe. 

Ah, charming Taint r fince thou art bkfs'dabcrc, " 
Indulge thy low t^^ and forghv their love. 
Forgive their tears, who, pref&*d with grief and care^ 
^'etl not thy joys, but feel their own dc/pair. 

HORACE, ODEHI, BOOK lit 

I IMITATED, 1705, 

I- 

T^HE miui that 's rcfolute and! juf!^ 

■*' Firm to his principles and trutt, 
Nor hopes nor fears can blind ; ~ 

No paiiions his deiigns control, 
Not Love, that tyrant of the ibnl. 

Can (hake his fteddy mind. 

Not parties for revenge engag'd. 
Nor threatenings of a court enrag'd, 

Nor ftorms where fleets defpair; 
Not thunder pointed at his head ; 
The fhattcr'd world may ftrikc him dead. 

Not touch his foul withliear. 

III. 

From this the Grecian glory roft. 
By this the Romans aw'd their foes ; 
Of thii their poets fing. Thefe 
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Thefe were the paths their heroes trod, 
Thefe afts made Hercules a god j 

And great Naffau a king. 
IV. 
Firm on the rolling deck he flood, 
Unmov'd, beheld the breakitfg flood. 

With blackening florm« combined. 
** Virtue, he cry'd, will force its way ; 
** The wind may for a while delay, 

" Notalterourdefig». 

t. 
** The men whom felfiflihopei inflame, 
*' Or vanity allures to fame, 

" May be to fears betray'cf^ 
** But here a church for fuccour flics, 
" Infulted law expiring lies, 

" And loudly calls for aid. 

_VI.' " 
** Yes, Britons, yes, with ardent zeaJ, 
** I come, the wounded heart to heal, 

** The wounded hand to bind : 
" See tools of arbitrary fway, 
*' And priefts, like locuils, f*cout away 

** Before the weftem windV 
VII. 
•' Law (hall again her force rcfumc ; 
** Religion, cleared from clouds of Rome, 

** With brighter rays advance. • 
*' The Britifli fleet fliall rule the deep, 
" The Britifh youth, as rous'd from flcep, 

" Strike terror into France, VIII. 



360 " W A L S^ H- ' S P O E M S. 

viir. 

** Nor fhall thtfh pmtnifcs of fate 
** Be limited to my ihoit (\^tc : 

*' Wheti I from cares withdraw, 
" Still fliall the Briciih fceptrc ftAnd, 
** £tilL flourifh in a female hand, 

** And to mankid'give H\s\ 
IX. 
" She fliall domeflic fcjcs unit«, 
•■ Monarchy beneath her flags fliaU ^gbt, 

'* Whole armies drag iitr cham : 
*^ She fhall loft Italy rcft<ire, 
" Shall make ih* imjierifll eagle fbar^ 

** And give a king to Spain. 
X. 
'* But know, thcfe promifcs arc given, 
*' Tbcfc great rewards impartial heaven 

** Does on thefe terms decree ; 
** That, ftriftly puniftiing mens faults, 
*' You let their confciences and thoughts 

" Reft abfolutely free. 

XL ; ;;; ' 

*' Let no falfe politicks cpnfinc, 

*« In narrow bounds, your vaft defign 

.♦' To make mankind unite ; 
*< Nor think it a fufficient caufe 
" To punifti man by penal laws, 

** For not believing right. 
XIL 
'< Rome, whofe blind zeal deftroys mankind^ , 
** Rome's fons ihall your compaiHon find, 

** Who ne'er compalEon knew, *< By 
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** By nobler aftions theirs condemn : 
•* For what has been reproached in them, 

** Can ne'«r be prais'd in yotu'* 
XIII. 
Thefc fubjefts fuit not with the lyre ; 
Mufc 1 to what height doll thou afpire. 

Pretending to rchcarfe 
The thoughts of gods, and god -like kings > 
Ceafe, ceafe to lefTen lofty things 

By mean ignoble verfe« 



THE GOLDEN AGE RESTORED, 1703, 

An Imitation of the Fourth Eclogue of 
Virgil: 

Suppoied to ha;vie been taken from « Sibylline Prophecy* 

ti I.I II ■ Paul<i majora casaaius/' 

SI C I L I A N Muie, begin a loftier flight ; 
Not all in trees and lowly ihrubs delight : 
Or if your rural flndcs you fliU purfue. 
Make your jfiuides fit for able^fiacefixiens view. 

The time is come^ by indent Bards foretold, 
Reftoring the Satumian age of gold ; 
The vile, degenerate, whiggifti offspring ends, 
A high-£hurch progeny from heaven defccnds. 

O ^amedt 
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O learned Oxford, fpare no ikcred paiss. 
To nurfe the glorious breed , now thy o^va Bromky 
reigns. 

And thou great Scarfdale, darling of this land^ 
Doft foremoft in that fam'd commiffion fland ; 
Whofe deep remarks the lidening world admires, 
Fy whofe aufpicious care old Ranelagh expires. 
Your mighty genius no ftrifit rules- can bind ; 
You punifli men for crimes, which you want time to find. 

Senates (hall now like holy fynods be^. 
And holy fynods fenate-likc agree. 
Monmouth and Moftyn here inftruft the youth, 
Thew BiKcks wdKiiiibErkyiiBiMatnrthe.iacred truth. 
Povvis and Hamlin here, witli equal claim, 
Through wide Wcii-Saxon realmf e^end thpk famfij 
There Birch and Hooper right divine convey. 
Nor treat their bilhops in a human way". 

Now all our factions, all our fears ihalL ceafe. 
And Tories rule the promis'd land in peace. 
Malice ihall dic> and noxious poifons fatl-, * 
Harley fhall ccafe to trick, and Seymour ceafc to rail : 
The lambs ihall with the lions walk unhurt. 
And Halifax and Howe meet civilly at court* 
Viceroys, like Providence, with diftant care. 
Shall govsrn kingdoms where they ne'er appear : 
Pacific admirals, to fave the fleet, 
Shall fl^ from conqUeft, and (hall conqucft meet : 
Commanders (hall be prais*d at William's colt. 
And hoiiour be rctHcv'd before 'tis loft. 

\" ''''^"' - ' "Brercton 
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Brereton and Bumaby the court ihali grace. 
And Howe Ihall not difdatn to fliare a place. 
Forgotten Molyneux and Mafon now 
Revive and Ihine again in Fox and Howe. 

But as they ftronger grow and mend their ftrain. 
By choice examples of King Charles's reign ; 
Bold Bellaiis and patriot D'Avenantthen, 
One (hall employ the fword, and one the pen r 
Troops (hall be led to plunder, not to fight, 
The tool of faction (hall to peace invite, 
And foes to union be employ'd the kingdoms to unite. 

Yet (till fbme Whigs among the peers are found. 
Like brambles flouri(hing in barren ground. 
Somers mandoudy employs his care 
To make the lords the legidature (hare. 
Burnet declares how French dragooning ro(e. 
And bi(hops pcrfecuting bills oppofe : 
Till Rochefter's * cool temper (hall be fir'd. 
And North's and Nottingham's ftrong rea(bnings be 
admir'd. 

But when due time their counfels fliali mature, 
And fre(h removes have made the game fecure | 
When Somerfet and Devonshire give place 
To Wyndham's Bradford, and to Richmond's grace. 
Both converts great 5 when juftice is refin'd, 
And corporations garbled to their miiid ; 
Then paflfive do£bines frail with glory rift, • 
Before dicm hated moderation flies, 
And anri-chriftiaa toleiution diet. 
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Granville Ihall feizc the loag-expe£l:ed chair, 
Godolphin to fome country feat repair ; 
Pembroke from all employments be dcbarr*d. 
And Marlborough, for ancient crimes , receive his juft 
reward. 
France, that this happy change fo wifely has begun. 
Shall blefs the great defign, and bid it fmoothly run. 
Come on, young James's friends, this is ^ time, 
r come on; 

JR,eceive jufl honours, and furround the throne. 
Boldly your loyal principles maintain, 
Hedges now rules the date, and Rooke die main« 
Grimes is at hand the members to reward. 
And troops are trufted to your own Gerhard. 
The faithful club aflembles at the Vine, 
And French intrigues arc broach'd o'er Englifh winc# 
Freely the fcnatc the defign proclaims, 
AfTronting William, and applauding James. 
Good ancient members, with a folemji face, 
Propofe that fafety give to order place 5 
And what they dare not openly difluadc. 
Is by expedients ineffefhial made. 
Ev'n Finch and Mulgrave, whom the court carefs. 
Exalt its praifes, but its power deprefs ; 
And, that impartial juftice may be &cn. 
Confirm to friends what they refus'd the Queen, 
^iihops who mod advanced good James's caufe 
In church and ftate, now reap deferv'd applaufe : 
While thofc who rather made the Tower their choice, 
Arc llyrd unchriftian by the nation's voice. 

AvowMly 
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AvowMIy now St. David's caufe they own. 
And James's votes for fimony atone. 
Arfhbilhop Ken Ihall from Long-Lcat be drawn, 
While firm Nonjurors from behind ftahd crouding for 

the lawn. 
And thou, great Weymouth, to re\vard thy charge^ 
Shalt fail to Lambctli in his Grace's barge. 

See by bate rebels James the Juft bctray'd,. 
See his three realms by vile ufurpers fway'd ; 
I'hen fee with Joy his lawful heir reftor'd. 
And erring nations own their injurM lord. 

O would kind heaven fo long my life maintain, 
Infpiring raptures worthy fuch a reign ! 
Not Thracian Saint John fliould with me contend, 
Nor my fweet lays harmonious Hammond's mend: 
Not though young D'Avenant, Saint John fhouldprotcfty 
Or the flirewd Do6lor, Hammond's lines coireft. 
Nay, ihould Tredenham in St. Mawes compare his 

fongs to mine, 
Tredenham, though St. Mawes were Judge, his laurel 
fhould refign. 

Prepare, aufpicious youth, thy friends to mcctj 
Sir George * already has prepar'd the fleet. 
Should rival Neptune (who with envious mind 
In times of danger ftill this chief confin'd) 
Now fend the gout, the hero to difgrace, 
Hunefl George Churchill may fupply his place* 

* Rookc. 

C O N- 
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